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A Most Delightful 

COLLEGE YARN 

Millions have been amused during the past few years 
by the refreshing humor of H. C. Witwer, whose stories and 
yarns have appeared from time to time in book form and in 
the current magazines. Hundreds of readers of The Collegiate 
World write us that The Rubyiat of a Freshman is his best 
work and in response to this demand we have issued the 
entire series of these laughable letters in book form. Read 
some of these extracts and send for the book: 

“1 am puttin’ a money order for a hundred berries in this 
letter which shows 1 am on the brinks of softenin’ of the 
brain . . . don’t get in no arguments with them pro¬ 

fessors and the etc. or they will give you the raspberry 
. . . remember your poor father never got no college 

education and as a result has got to pay an income tax, the 
figures of which sounds like the English population of 
London.”—Pop. 

”lt was right after this game, governor, that I met the 
sweetest girl in all the world. She has promised to be my 
bride, ten years after 1 graduate and have built up a flour- 
ishing business as a Bachelor of Arts.”—^Tom. 

Night letter: “MEET NINE PM EXPRESS I AND LAW¬ 
YER WILL BE ON IT GET CUCKOO LETTERS AND PIC¬ 
TURES FROM VAMP. WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY GET- 
TIN ENGAGED I SENT YOU TO COLLEGE TO GET 
BRAINS NOT JANES.—POP.” 

“It says on my application for Income Tax that if you 
have any kids over eighteen you do not get no deductions 
unless they happen to be mentally deficient. In case they 
are cuckoo, you are allowed $200 off the bill for each 
maniac calling you father. Well, Tom, I am puttin’ in a 
claim for the deduction in your case and 1 am pinnin* your 
letter to my return to prove that I am entitled to the $200 
off.”—Pop. 

The RUBYIAT OF A FRESHMAN is handsomely 
bound and encased in three colored jacket. A handsome ad¬ 
dition to your library and well worth the money. $0.75 post¬ 
paid. 

SPECIAL OFFER: The yearly subscription price to COL¬ 
LEGE HUMOR is $ 1.25. Send us $ 1.60 and we will include 
one copy of this book with a year’s subscription to College 
Humor. Address orders to 


The Collegiate World Publishing Co. 

854 N. CLARK ST., CHICAGO, ILL. 
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Tell me not in mournful numbers. 
College is but waste of steam; 

For although the}; make some blunders. 
College rjjen hawe got the *'bean.** 

All enjo};ment and not sorrow. 

Is the student's life today; 

Work put off until tomorrow. 

Owes new life and time to play. 


Art is long and science tedious. 

And our hearts though fcrave and stout; 
Like unmuffled Fords are beating. 

When the X reports come out. 

Lives of graduates all remind us. 

We can throw away our time; 

And some day can leave behind us. 

College life, the all sublime, 

—Tar Baby. 


COLLEGE—AS IS 

By “AL» JOHNSON 

1 wish folks would quit knocking the colleges. 1 wish they would leave them alone. There 
is nothing the matter with the colleges, they’re all right. The curricula are right, getting bet¬ 
ter every day, but they are all right now. A whole army of the longest-suffering, noblest, most 
patient men and women in this world are giving their lives and all the joys thereunto apper¬ 
taining, to making the courses right. And the brightest thing about the college are the students, 
God bless them, if you don’t believe so, ask them. 

I mean it. The students are right. Where else in this world can you gather whole cities 
of men and women and find such a band of clean-minded, energetic, hopeful, co-operating, 
irrepressible enthusiasts? It can’t be done. What it takes to make good citizens the students 
have, and have with a kick. And don’t begrudge them that kick, it’s the thing that puts the 
rest over, and incidentally the characteristic most jargoned about. Well, recently a college town 
and its students got together on a matter of memorial. If the studento would raise part of the 
sum the city would raise the rest. Two weeks after the plans were made, the college^ had a 
three-day spree and raised $12,000 more than its allotted sum—and the town hasn’t done 
anything yet, six months later. Kick isn t so bad a thing. 

“A student is 9/10 pep and 1/10 imagination to find what he can do with that pep.” 
I wrote that gem myself. But 1 was being smart and we had landed at the make-up of the 
college paper several inches short. Filling in was my game, it and rushing ads. But 1 don’t 
like the epigram. It’s like Kipling’s ’’The Vampire”; too many people believe it. One article 
says the only things a college town knows about the students is the noise they make and the 
mischief they do. Hum—mebbe so. but the college town folks sure are proud of their knowl¬ 
edge Did you ever hear of a couple of couples from a couple of college towns get together and 
swap yarns on the things the boys do? It makes a fishing trip in the rehash sound like a B. Y. 
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P. U. meeting. Of course, the town folks are proud of what the boys do. Even when they rush 
the movies and paint the street cars, most of theold folks wish they might be along. And what 
would become of the average college town if it didn't have the boys to talk about? The tri¬ 
weekly paper and the Ladies* Aid would both go out of business. But I don’t think pep is just 
made for the community at large. I consider it has been a distinct personal asset since the day 
Daniel, father of it all, had the pep to look that lion in the eye and say, “I know where you can 
get some. Pep has been taming lions ever since. Seriously now, in rural communities of six¬ 
teen home fellows and five who have gone to college and come back, who are the men back¬ 
ing farm bureau organization, better roads bills, and school improvements? Who are putting 
country clubs and community social activities over? It isn’t that they are using anything they 
learned out of books to do it, but the five men outdo the sixteen every time, because they 
have come back with a good thorough education in organized pep. 

Not so long ago a university professor in an engineering drawing course complained to me 
of the lack of thoroughness and of the slipshod way the men in his classes were content to do 
things. 

“Why they are wasting their time,*’ he said, “they would better be back home on the 
farm where they will at least plow a furrow straight.” 

For he is one of these granite, gray, individuals who believes it is better for you to plow 
one furrow straight, though you do nothing else, than to speak several languages in a sufficient 
“slipshod” manner to make yourself understood, even though by so doing you are able to avail 
yourself of all the scenery, politics, souvenirs and general information and experience the sev¬ 
eral countries to which those languages belong, have to offer. One thing well done is worth 
a trip around the world, “getting by,” according to the professor. 1 don’t agree with the nice 
old gentleman, and told him so. I don’t care if those men didn’t a one of them make draw¬ 
ings worthy of more than a passing (and he admitted some of them did beautiful work) ; 1 
don’t care if they never got more than passing in ANYTHING, they got their money’s worth 
and then some out of just being in college. 

As a matter of fact it very rarely happens that a man just gets passing in everything. If 
he is in college at all he has enough pep or interest in some one thing that he can’t help but 
do better than passing in it. There just naturally must be high lights and shadows in a man’s 
course. There must be some work of major and some of minor importance. If a fellow doesn’t 
see that for himself in the beginning, he’ll never be able to get relative values later. But a 
college professor forgets this essential, and the country over continues to criticize the student 
body. A professor wants the students to consider HIS course the most vital thing in life, and 
rates those who undervalue it at “next to nothing” on the earth, or under it. I asked the gran¬ 
ite gentleman whether he had ever thought that the men who never could wield a mean pencil 
were probably showing up big in Farms Crops Department, and that those whom he consid¬ 
ered the salt of the earth, because they were handing in plates as exquisite as etchings, were 
probably flunking Zoo. He was pained and grieved and assured me that a good student one 
place is a good student every place. That isn’t true. I got honors in a lot of activities in col¬ 
lege which didn’t bring me any curricular credit and I passed chemistry on 75 the third time 1 
took it. I “jest ain’t” a chemist, but I’m a fair to middling, good, law-abiding citizen for “a 
that and a* that.” 

The most frequent malediction brought down upon the heads of our college men today is 
anent this “getting by” spirit. It makes me smile. Great guns, the men of the world ought to 
be glad there is some place he can learn the gentle art. For how many aren’t getting by every 
day? How many dentists don’t fill the inside with amalgam and get by; how many doctors 
don’t feed a harmless pill when they don’t know what else to do; how many salesmen don t 
get by on their “swindle sheet” every day? And if the lawyers, bankers, preachers, teachers, 
brokers and general merchandise men aren’t all bluffing and getting by. I’m a red-headed 
Chinaman, which I’m not. Of course the unfortunate thing is that the subjects the boys get 
by on (for I maintain they don’t bluff through them all (one never gets by to that extent) 
are the very ones they will later wish to the deuce they knew something about. That s life s 
retribution and I never knew it to fail. But don’t take the joy out of their finding that out for 
themselves. You can’t tell them anything anyway, you might as well not worry. And cheer 
up, nobody could tell you anything at their age either. It isn’t the college man in business 
who is complaining about their learning to get by. You bet your life it isn’t. He just grins. 
He knows how valuable the little knack they are getting is going to be. 
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And there’s something more, you pedagogues, and pendants, and ungrounded ranters, 
all those snappy young fellows you see laying aside every month to send the boy to school 
when he gets old enough, do you suppose they are cutting out tobacco and their wives are 
wearing last year’s coat so he can get declensions and rules for angles and nitrogen content of 
the soil> Nope. NOPE—and I know about this. too. He isn’t so very big yet. he hasn’t his 
front teeth and his nose doesn’t show much character, but you fellows know how it goes. He 
is going to our Alma Mater, and he’s going to get the most out of college that 24 hours per 
will afford. He’s going to learn to eat what is served (because I suppose we shall be like all 
other doting parents and never make him learn that at home) or let it alone, and say nothing. 
He’s going to learn to let other fellows see things differently from the way he does, and like 
them just the same; he is going to learn concentration as he crams for exams and he is going 
to learn working under pressure getting out the school daily. He is going to be a good sport 
when another fellow gets his place on the varsity cage team and recognize that the fellow who 
won was the better man. He’s going to have the same shaped pin to offer his sweethearts that 
his dad had. and by the Gods, after that, all the A’s he pulls down will be sent home to a 
darned proud man. 

Not that I don’t appreciate sincere work. I do. but 1 recognize that there may be sincere 
bluff as well. Don’t thirk I am scorning the good student. I am not. I admire him. and the 
rare and occasional man w. o combines being a good student with being a good fellow, a good 
dancer and a good football player and a good class president, has me walking around with my 
hat in my hand. 1 am not denying the value of mental training men and women get in col¬ 
lege. neither do 1 say they have no use for the information which is ladled over their unbeliev¬ 
ing. unthinking, unconscious egos from day to day. For any of it that stick. Hooray. For any 
of the folks who remember where to get the information that doesn’t stick, two Hoorays. But 
1 do maintain popular—oh, very popular—sentiment to the contrary that if a man go to college 
and learn nothing but how to put up with anything, smiling; how to live with a bunch of fel¬ 
lows. work with them, play with them, eat with them and still believe in them; how to run a 
college paper; how to be a pal to a girl; how to run a class meeting; how to hit a cage basket 
or put a pigskin over the line; or even if he learn to do but two or three of these things, his 
having been in college is worth every cent it cost and a whole lot more. 

The editor in a recent college daily published among his paragraph editorials the squib. 
“Now that the time for notebooks to be turned in is at hand, the professors are learning all 
over again how thoroughly developed is the spirit of co-operation among the students.” A 
professor in the Greek department was incensed and wrote a heated and wordy answer upon 
the student’s attitude toward their studies. He even managed (being a man of letters) to 
make the editor feel useless in life. But I ask you, man to man, when he gets out. of which 
is that kid going to make more use. his information, first hand, on co-operation, or his Greek? 
”A college man,” says another complaining hyena,” is a boy in a pinch-back coat with a strip¬ 
ed ribbon around his panama who shouts ’rah-rah’ at appropriate intervals with a lot of other 
boys.” As a matter of fact, “Hy” is out of date. Most of the boys are wearing out their army 
shirts under leather vests these days, and we don’t any of us afford panamas, but he has the 
right idea. The only trouble is he didn’t get it. The real POINT to the gentleman’s comment 
is, ’’they yell rah-rah at appropriate intervals TOGETHER.” What is more generally useful 
to mankind, I ask you, than knowing how to do ANYTHING at appropriate intervals and to¬ 
gether? It isn’t everybody who can. Did you ever see an elderly couple try to toddle? 

And DANCE!!! ’’The most they think about is spending their energy and their father’s 
money on dancing.” the wail goes on. As to the father’s money, say, fathers, those boys are 
getting more joy and pure gold value to the square millimeter of each dollar now, than they 
will to any $100 left them 30 years from now when you are gone. I wish you’d remember 
that when you send the checks and do it a little less grudgingly. And as for dancing. I 
should hope to heaven they do!! A fellow has about so much social and physical energy to 
be worked off, and think it over. Is he better for working it, dancing in the noisy, merry, com- 
raderie of a frat house, with a clean-minded, peppy college girl, who likes all the boys and 
keeps his mind busy in the tit for tat of college conversation; the girl who treats him as another 
boy would; the girl who tells him when they pass the gleaming source of sundaes and sodas, 
if she’s hungry, and tells him if she’s not; the girl he takes straight home and chats with a few 
moments on the porch amid the raillery of a dozen other fellows doing the same thing, before 
she must go in, because house rules read, ”in at 12:30”? Is he better off, I ask. making that 
use of his social spirits, or indulging them in a foul-aired pool room, where pimply boys and 



4 


COLLEGE HUMOR 


evil-minded traveling men smoke rotten cigars and try themselves to see with how much other 
rottenness they can fill the air? I maintain, from considerable observation on the matter, that 
those who use the dance as an exordium to malicious auto rides to follow, would have found a 
beginning for the ride anyway. And MEMORIES, or man! The fellow who sits alone in a 
soft-lighted cafe listening to a sweet string and reel instrumented waltz and has not the mem¬ 
ory of an armful of silk, soft, creamy silk, floating with him—. Shimmery silk it was. with 
something thin and frothy all over it, so full you could gather up a handful and crush it among 
your fingers and she never knew. Her hair was soft and silky, too, and fragrant with Hoube- 
goiii*s Ideal. You know what it is because she told you, and you got some for her for Christ¬ 
mas once, and having paid the price will never forget the name. Don’t you PITY the man 
who can’t have waltzes mean that? And I don’t know as dancing lacks in educational value. 
When I went to college I was a Methodist and hadn’t danced. Neither could I turn around 
without bumping somebody, leave the room without mortal terror of tripping nor carry a tune 
except Old Black Joe. I am still a Methodist and I manage to have a good time at a reception, 
when it is politic and good business to go to one, and I frequently hear opera from my own 
choice. I am not conceited enough to think I just grew into grace, and I know when I first took 
notice of music. Dancing has done that for me. 

There is a lot of sneering that goes up over the college fellow r >d his clothes. And say, 
isn’t he the snappy chap when he dresses up? Where would this country be in style of male 
attire if it weren’t for the college boys setting the pace? And who is it in Europe who stands 
as the typical American man? The puffy, baggy-kneed, slouch-hatted business man? Don’t 
you think it. It’s the lean-cheeked, wedge-backed college man in his latest Kuppmarx. Speak¬ 
ing without prejudice, you may take your choice of which one you wish to represent you in pub¬ 
lic sentiment. Besides which those nifty boys are an economic factor. What would happen to 
Hart-Shaffner-Marx, Style-plus, and Kirschbaum if the boys should settle to boycott the 
clothes? And behind the tailors are the mills, and behind the mills the weavers and they 
take us to the men who own the cotton fields our wool grows in. And then, heavens, Leyen- 
decher and all the other beauty boy artists would be forced to a limousine or six less, if there 
weren’t posters and folders to make. The college man is not only a thing of beauty (when 
he’s dressed up) but a public benefactor. Why keep harping him? 

Not that he minds. After all I am rowing rather more for the benefit of those who don’t 
know any better than to believe all they hear than in defense of the college man. For one 
thing he sure does learn, is an easy-going, good-natured tolerance of the other fellow. When 
you hear a man in the washroom of a Pullman ranting against the ideas of any man in par¬ 
ticular, or any belief, or any party in general, you may mark it right down in your account book 
of cert^dnties that he is no college man. For the fellow who goes to college learns the “live 
and let live” principle of life to the nth degree. And is that a valuable thing to know? Well, 
is it? Were you ever annoyed by a boor “bawling out” a waitress because the stuffed tomato 
he ordered had cheese,in it and he didn’t eat cheese? Did you ever watch the face of a wom¬ 
an whose husband is bellowing like a thorough-bred steer into a public waiting-room telephone 
when central doesn’t get him his number? Did you ever hear a man bark at his wife when she 
was a few minutes late? Just look into a few of these cases and draw your own conclusions as 
to whether tolerance is worth while. And we aren’t born with it, we have to get it trained into 
us. The first day I was in college the landlady served us sliced tomatoes, fried potatoes, cold 
sliced ham and green gage plums. 1 hate tomatoes, I never ate cold ham (not a matter of re¬ 
ligion, my mother had never made me), fried potatoes stuck in my throat and GREEN GAGE 
PLUMS—Oh, Lordlll I was going to holler, I merely hadn’t gotten around to it, when one 
of the older fellows said, “1 say, Murphy, aren’t you glad you know more than your grand¬ 
dad did? He thought tomatoes were poison.” 

“Yeh,” Murphy reached for the ham, “and, gee, it might have been Friday.” 

I have been eating ham and tomatoes and even green gage plums ever since. They say 
man is a gregarious animal, but I doubt it judging from his utter gracelessness in living to, for 
and with the mob. But there’s nothing like a boarding house gang to show him how to so 
live, and without crabbing, too. They don’t teach it out of books or with the slightest vestige 
of slipshoddiness either. 

And does this treat-them-rough. paddle-persuasion form of education in any way decrease 
a fellow’s loyalty to his school? It does not. Last spring I rode a cross-country interurban in 
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our middle west with a white-haired, keen-minded old gentleman who was returning to hie alma 
mater eampus for the first time in years. The event called up yarns and I never hsid heard an 
hour and a half of such pranks and tank duckings, stretching and paddlings, ridiculing and 
skin painting. The “ruban” set us down right on the campus and trollied away. It was about 
six o'clock, the air was cool and clear and rosy from the west, the way ycu forget k can be un¬ 
til you get out into the country like that. Everything was quiet, as if the pines themselves were 
listening to the memorial bells up among them that spilled “Flow Gently Sweet Afton’^ like 
smooth quick-silver all over the place. The old gentleman stood with his hat in his hand and 
his head bowed like the fellow in “The Angelus,” till the bells were finished. 

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” he said, and there was a mist in his eyes AND HE WAS NOT 
ASHAMED. 

I claim a man who has felt the tie to a big thing like that, who knows a loyalty like that 
and is not ashamed, is going to love his wife better and his country more because of it. But 
he didn’t learn it in a book. 


A Life Saver 
I , 

Hokus and Pokus were two weary hobos, 
Shipwrecked while sailing the sea. 

They’d saved all the cases 
Of whiskey they could, 

And were the happiest hobos to be. 

II 

They sighted a cannibal island. 

Not knowing their terrible fate. 

For they shifted the raft. 

With very much care. 

And sailed to the island of hate. 

III 

With Hokus and Pokus already landed. 

The dark-hued killers appeared. 

They grabbed little Hokus 
Did likewise to Pokus, 

And the hour of stew-making neared. 

IV 

But Hokus and Pokus, wise men they were. 
Busted two bottles of hooch. 

The Cannibals scented 
The marvelous stuff. 

And started to yell, “Skilabooch." 

V 

The two bearded bums availed of their chance. 
While the cannibals drank all their rum. 
They jumped on their raft 
And set out again. 

And were damglad the hooch wasn’t bum. 

—Pin Panther, 


One: hear they’ve called off the circus 

for this afternoom” 

Two: ‘^You don’t say! Why was that?” 

One: *^The cook left the coffee pot outside 
of his tent^ and the elephant swallowed the 
grounds^” 


The Return of Oswald Magee 
A Short Stor}f By 
O. MYNO 

Oswald laughed. It was a cruel, leering 
laugh, like the creak of a rusty hinge. He 
looked sneeringly about the little circle of his 
friends. He expectorated with dexterity. He 
had never posed for a Colgate Shaving Cream 
ad. A chunk of court plaster, like the tail of 
a comet through the dark of the night, was 
smeared across his chin. 

Slowly his gaze shifted 'till it rested on the 
dusty complexion of Creosote Washington,— 
then to “Dago” Mike, who run the fruit stand 
down on fifth. Slowly he turned 'till Desperate 
Dugan, leader of the “Dirty Nine” was within 
his vision. Tense, eager faces they were, 
drawn with the lines of hardship and the smell 
of corn beef and cabbage that prevaded the 
alley. 

Osw^ald paused. He lifted a calloused hand 
to brush away a tear. Then slowly he lifted 
from his bosom a tiny locket and pressed it to 
his lips. There was a far off look in his eyes 
like the watery slush of the Amazon, as he 
tremblingly placed the trinket within the tiny 
circle. He muttered unintelligible mumblings. 
Hesitatingly he lifted his hand above his head 
and brought it down with a quick snap of the 
fingers. Not a person breathed 'till Oswald 
broke the stillness with a trembling voice that 
trailed off into nothingness. 

“Thank Heavens!” was all he said. 

Needless to say Oswald went back home to 
his old wrinkled mother and finished his edu¬ 
cation in the little college by the sea. 

The spots on the dice had read “Seven.” 

—Sun Dodger, 


Co-ed—Why do they call it the weeping wil¬ 
low? It doesn't weep, does it? 

Ed—No, it used to but one day the fir tree 
said to it “pine knot.” 


—Sun Dodger, 


— Gargoyle. 
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Advice to Spring Fever Patients 

A. Advice to the inexperienced man. 

1. If you make love in a hallway, don't 
lean on the door bell. 

. 2. When canoeing pile the pillows in one 
end at the start. A good start is 
half the race—and besides, you'll re¬ 
lieve her mind. 

3. Remember that kisses are like roses. 

The kind that lasts the longest is 
the most popular. 

4. If you are going canoeing on a moon¬ 

light night with a fair young maid¬ 
en, park your frat. pint in a safe de¬ 
posit vault. 

5. If she turns around in your arms don't 

be misled. Every little movement 
has a meaning all its own. 

6. If she has an artificial complexion, look 

out. Painters Colic is unpleasant to 
say the least. 

7. Never take the same girl out twice 

in one week. Variety is the spice 
of life. 

B. Advice to the inexperienced maiden. 

1. Don't let him know that you are new 

to the game. Just act natural and 
you'll fool him. 

2. If he asks you for a kiss, say NO. He'll 

know what you mean. If he should 
borrow one don't let him keep it too 
long. 

3. If you ask him into the parlor either 

pull down the shades or put out 
the lights—or both. 

4. Don't ask him if you are the first girl 

he has kissed. Never tempt any man 
to He. 

5. If you want to make a hit, when he 

asks you out to supper order ice 
cream and let the chicken alone— 
even if it breaks your heart. 

6. Don't hold hands in the movies—while 

the lights are on. 

Squib. 


Bravo1 

Sherlock Holmes gazed with a puzzled coun¬ 
tenance at the single footprint which the thief 
had left. Then his face lightened. 

"This robbery did not take place at meal 
time," he announced at last in a confident tone. 

The listeners stood appalled at his uncanny 
power of deduction. "How did you know that?" 
one of them finally asked. 

"Because," said Sherlock with a knowing air, 
“The robbery was committed by a man and if 
it had been at meal time he would have been 
there with both feet." 


Hero Stuff 

From a front seat she watched him, while 
the sun burned her delicious nose. Faster, diz- 
zingly faster, swirling and uncaring, carrying 
with him the feverish, ever-swelling, tumult¬ 
uous ecstacy of maddened fans, he pitched a 
perfect ball. 

Later, showered, shaved and splendid, he 
sat beside her in a porch-swing, and the moon¬ 
light falling on his serious bronzed young face, 
he explained it all to her earnestly. 

And the girl beside him—fragile and frag¬ 
rant, and made up to be petted—raised her 
corn-flower-bluish eyes to whisper: 

"You make it so clear, Johnny. You've got 
a wonderful mind!" 

♦ # 4c 

But the next night, in a low racing car, pur¬ 
ring through a moonlit lane, beside an anaemic 
young fellow who made real money and 
weighed a hundred and nine pounds, she snug¬ 
gled with in the stoop of his round shoulder 
and trembled: 

"Oh, Herbert—it's so—so wonderful to have 
a strong man love you." 

—Roybal Gaboon. 

More Ravin’ 

Once upon a midnight dreary 
Came two wanderers dry and weary, 
Weary from their useless searching 
To a place they knew of yore; 

Gone were all the famous places 
And the old familiar faces 
Who in halcyon days had gathered— 
Round the bar of Dinty Moore. 

"Boys," said Dinty, "I am wealthy 
And my business is quite healthy. 

I am making twice as much again 
As I made in days of yore. 

Everything is fine and dandy 
And I find the law quite handy. 

But I wish that prohibition 
Had started twenty years before." 

—Stone Mill. 


A Lucky Miss 
I met a sweet ^oung maiden. 

Her name was Miss Primrose, 

/ paid a PWf! to her home 

Dressed in my Sandaj; clothes. 

Her younger brother placed a tack 
Upon a parlor chair, 

*Twas I who was to be the goat 
And gendy sit down there; 

But for some other reason 
Another chair I chose. 

And on that tack this meuden sat, 
ril say that Miss Primrose. 

—Stone Mill. 
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TO THE WIMMIN 
God Bless ’Em 

As a rule 
The wimmin 
Don’t interest me 
Of course 
Being human 
And all that 
I don't close my eyes 
Or yell for assistance 
Whenever a 
Sweet young Thing 
Trips across my vision 
But speaking 

From a strictly personal standpoint 
I don't approve 
At aU 

Of the Modem Flapper 
And her idiosyncracies 
Why 

Only the other night 
I took one of 'em 
To an Informal 
And if dancing 
Is the poetry 
Of motion 
Then she 

Was without doubt 
The most 
Ardent 

And determined 
Advocate 
Of free verse 
That it has been 
My sorrow 
To know 
Anyhow 
The ladies 

Don't pay any attention 

To me 

Unless 

I get in their way 
Why it is 

I have never been able 

To determine 

Why 

Just the other day 
I asked my best friend 
At least 

I thought he was 

If he could throw 

Any light on the subject 

He looked at me for a moment 

Reflectively 

And then 

Out of a clear sky 
Remarked 
Most irrelevantly 
That every time 
He looked at me 


He had a hunch 
That Darwin 
After all 
Might have been 
Talking sense 
I have been trying 
Ever since 
To make 
Sense 

Out of that remark 
But to return 
As we always do 
To the 
Wimmin 

While I don't exactly 
Believe 

That all females 
Are an invention 
Of the Devil 
I shouldn't 
Be at all surprised 
If he had bought 
The patents 
On a good many 
Of course 
If you're used 
To handling 
Dynamite 

Or don't value your 
Life 

Very much 
Go right ahead 
But as for me 
As a rule 
The wimmin 
Don't interest me 

Squib, 


Foolishment 

Where can a man buy a cap for his knee 
Or a key for the lock of his hair? • 

Can his eyes be called an academy 
Because there are pupils there? 

In the crown of your head 
What jewels are found? 

Who travels the bridge of your nose? 

If you want to shingle the roof of your mouth 
Would you use the nails of your toes? 

Or beat the drum of your ear? 

Can the calf of your leg eat the corn on your 
toe? 

Then why not grow corn on the ear? 

Can the crook in your elbow be sent to jail? 
If so, what did it do. 

How can you sharpen your shoulder blade? , 
I'll be damned if I know, do you? 

Can you sit in the shade of the palm of your 
Hand 

—-Roya/ Gaboon. 
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A Grave Rhyme 
The graveyard is a terrible place. 

You Ke on your back with dirt in your face. 
Stop and look as you pass by 
As you are now so once was I 
As I am now so you will be 
Prepare for death and follow me! 

“Here lies the body of Jonathan Hall 
His horse kicked him one day in the stall.” 
"Here lies poor old Henry Reeve 
He had a fifth ace up his sleeve.” 

"John Paul Jones lies buried here 
He got wood alcohol in his beer!” 

"Sambo Johnson rests at your feet 
He thought dynamite was good to eat!” • 
"Here lie the pieces of Agnes Peck 
She and a train were in a wreck.” 

"Here in peace lies Adolph Poole 
He got too close behind a mule.” 

"Far down below lies Laura Pratt 
She mistook a skunk for a pussy cat.” 

"Here lies the mother of twenty-eight 
She would have had more but now it’s too 
late.” 

"Here rests Henry Bimbo Aster 
A bull chased him and went the faster. 
"Michael Ryan lies under this r ck 
His wife kissed him. He died of shock. 

Squtb. 


How It Happened, Girls— 

Delilth welched on Samson strong. 

Did her best to do him wrong— 

Cat his locks close to his ears 
With a pair of rusty shears; 

Then stood back to view her work 
Like the servant of a Turk 
Who surveys with great delight 
Distressed maidens in their plight; 

Bat her pleasure tamed to wonder. 

Good had come from out a blunder! 

He, who had looked lik^ <* thug. 

Really had a handsome mug. 

Far from doing an]) harm^ 

She’d revealed the creature’s charm. 

Then Delilah, wretched elf. 

Turned the shears upon herself. 

Hut there Wds heard no dulU dar^ thud 
As despondent maiden kissed the mud. 
Then Delilah, in delight. 

Proved herself a genuine quite; 

The result on Samson’s dome 

Made her turn and BOB HER OWN! 

— Wast). 


"Let's see, married men all have better 
halves, don’t they?” 

"Yes.” 

"Then what do bachelors have?” 

"Better quarter," 


“East Is East and-" 

They both boarded the car at Tenth street. 
One was a handsome young man, evidently of 
the well-to-do class, and with an air about him 
of a college man home for the holidays. The 
other was a pretty girl—a brunette with spark¬ 
ling dark eyes and dainty features. She and 
the handsome young man were engaged, and 
thought the world of each other. But he didn't 
help her up the street-car steps, dropped only 
one fare in the outstretched palm of the con¬ 
ductor, and spoke not a single word during all 
their ride up Broadway. And yet the girl 
showed not the slightest sign of resentment, 
and did not seem to mind his neglect at all. 
You would have thought that the two were 
total strangers. But they weren't—they were 
engaged, as I remarked before. 

One was in New York and the other in Los 
Angeles. 

— Chaparral. 


Can Yen Beat It 
At an evening reception 

Most anyone knows. 

The better the shape. 

The scarcer the clothes. 

^ — SQUih, 

_ 

Adventures in Driving 

I cranked her up,— 

The clutch was in,— 

The ground came up 
And hit my chin. 

The gas tank leaked,— 

I lit a cigar. 

The Ford stayed there 
But I went far. 

The front wheel broke, 

A fence we knocked. 

And I to sleep was. 

Was gently rocked. 

I asked my girl 
To ride with me. 

A tire blew out 
And so did she. 

We met a mule,— 

No more to tell; 

The Ford's In Heaven, 

And I’m-getting well. 

— Squib. 


A young lady, while visiting, was invited to 
a dinner party, to be given in her honor. When 
she was told that she was to sit on the right 
hand of her host, she dropped in a dead faint! 

—Mink. 
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College Humorous Publications 


State 

Town 

California 

Berkeley 

Los Angeles 
Stanford 

Canada 

Toronto 

Colorado 

Boulder 

Connecticut 

Denver 

New Haven 
Middletown 

District of Columbia 

Washington 

Georgia 

Athens 

Atlanta 

Illinois 

Chicago 

Evanston 

Urbana 

Indiana 

Notre Dame 

Iowa 

Grinnell 

Iowa City 

Kansas 

Lawrence 

Manhattan 

Louisiana 

New Orleans 

Maine 

Orono 

Brunswick 

Maryland 

Baltimore 

Massachusetts 

Amherst 

Amherst 

Andover 

Boston 

Cambridge 

Cambridge 

Williamstown 

Michigan 

Ann Arbor 

Missouri 

Columbia 

St. Louis 

Nebraska 

Lincoln 

New Hampshire 

Hanover 

New Jersey 

Princeton 

Hoboken 

New York 

Clinton 

Hamilton 

Ithaca 

New York City 
New York City 
New York City 
Syracuse 

North Carolina 

Chapel Hill 

0hio 

Columbus 

Granville 

Marietta 

Oregon 

Corvallis 

Eugene 

PennsylTania 

Easton 

Philadelphia 

Philadelphia 

Pittsburgh 

Pittsburgh 

So. Bethlehem 
State College 
Washington 

Rhode Island 

Providence 

Tennessee 

Knoxville 

Nashville 

Texas 

Austin 

Utah 

SaR Lake City 

Virginia 

Charlottesville 

Lexington 

Richmond 

Washington 

Seattle 

Pullman 

Wisconsin 

Madison 


College 

Paper 

U. of Cal. 

Pelican 

U. of So. Cal. 

Wampus 

Stanford 

Chaparral 

U. of Toronto 

Goblin 

U. of Colorado 

Dodo 

Denver U. 

The Parrakect 

Yale U. 

Yale Record 

Wesleyan 

Wasp 

Geo. Wash. U. 

Ghost 

U. of Georgia 

Cracker 

Ga. Tech. Inst. 

Yellow Jacket 

U. of Chicago 

Phoenix 

Northwestern U. 

Purple Parrot 

U. of Illinois 

Siren 

Notre Dame 

Juggler 

Grinnell 

Malteaser 

U. of Iowa 

Frivol 

U. of Kansas 

Sour Owl 

Kas. Agr. 

Brown Bull 

Tulane U. 

Cafe Brulo 

U. of Maine 

^Maniac 

Bowdoin 

Bear Skin 

Johns Hopkins 

Black & Blue Jay 

Amherst 

Lord Jeff 

Mass. Agr. 

Squib 

Phillips Acad. 

Mirror 

Boston U. 

Bean Pot 

Harvard U. 

Lampoon 

Mass. Inst. Tech. 

Voo Doo 

Williams ^ 

Purple Cow 

U. of Michigan 

Gargoyle 

U. of Mo. 

Showme 

Washington U. 

•^irge 

U. of Nebr. 

Awgwan 

Dartmouth 

Jack O'Lantern 

Princeton U. 

Tiger 

Stevens Inst. 

Stone Mill 

Hamilton 

Royal Gaboon 

Colgate U. 

Banter 

Cornell U. 

Widow 

Columbia U. 

Jester 

City College 

Mercury 

N. Y. U. 

Medley 

Syracuse U. 

Orange Peel 

U. of N. C 

effar Baby 

Ohio State U. 

Sun Dial 

Dennison U. 

Flamingo 

Marietta College 

The Orphan 

Oregon Agr. 

Orange Owl 

U. of Ore. 

Lemon Punch 

Lafayette 

Lyre 

U. of Pa. 

Punch Bowl 

Drexel 

Drexerd 

Carnegfie Tech. 

Puppet 

U. of Pittsburgh 

Panther 

Lehigh Univ. 

Burr 

Penn State 

Froth 

Wash. & Jeff. 

Wag Jag 

Brown Univ. 

Brown Jug 

U. of Tennessee 

Mtikwump 

Vanderbilt U. 

Jade 

U. of Texas 

Scalper 

U. of Utah 

Humbug 

U. of Va. 

Va. Rcql 

Wash. & Lee 

Mink 

U. of Richmond 

Spider Web 

U. of Wash. 

Sun Dodger 

State College of Wash. 

Cougar's Paw 

U. of Wisconsin 

Octopus 
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“Why, Johnny, I knew who it was the MINUTE 
I picked up the receiver.” 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

“To-night? ... Not a thing in the world . . . and 
besides, Tm dying to see you.” 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

“Any place you say suits for the count of ten . . . 
if youVe putting on your meal sack 1*11 dress right 
away. It won’t take a jiffy.” 

“What, Johnny, ^. . you were just up for the 
week-end and are going back on the late train to¬ 
night . . . what do you mean you’re so broke you 
couldn’t buy a door knocker for an ant house?” 

*♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

“MY, but it’s kind of you, Johnny, but the movies 
are SO stuffy, you know . . . and then, Johnny, I 
don’t know if I can see you after all ... I forgot 
all about a boy who’s coming down from New 
Haven.” 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

“Well! . . . Well, if that’s what you think, all 
right . . . but I’m no Dumb Dora, and if you think 
I’m going to bother myself by stalling away the 
evening at the pictures your oars are leaking . . . 
If THAT’S your idea of a wonderful time, take me 
home!” 

(And the operator has been Lfearing ear-muffs ever since.) 

—Virginia Reel. 


“As you were*' said Mary Jane assisting her 
roommate in removing cosmetics and taking 
off false curls. 

—Orange Peel. 


More Truth Than Poetry 

Not-so-newly Wed Wife—“Ten thousand 
wouldn’t buy me the home I want.” 

Not-so-newly Wed Husband—“Yes, and 
I’m one of the ten thousand.” 

— Pelican. 


“It’s all over now,” said the co-ed as she 
finished powdering her face. 

— Pelican. 


Darnation! 

I knoxv it*5 nothing but k chafes 

And wounds my spirit more*n a knock: 

It cuts me deep, so / must stop 

And darn that hole in my left sock- 

—Punch Bowl. 


“You’re a beautiful girl and I hope you think 
I am sincere.” 

“I can’t help thinking you’re sincere when 
you talk like that.” 

—Punch Bowl. 


Dismayed 

He took her out for an ice-cream treat. 
His pretty, blue-eyed Sal, 

But fainted when he read'the sign, 

“Cream, ninety cents a gal.” 

— Jester. 



“Whar did yo’ git dat fine hat?” 

“At dc sto’.” 

“How much wus it?” 

“Ah don’t know. Dc sto’-kceper wasn’t dar.” 

—Stone Mill. 
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NOT THAT KIND 


“Fm here to ask for your daughter’s hand.” 
“When were you first struck by her.” 

‘‘We’ve never quarreled as yet.” 

—Lemon Punch. 


Time Needed 

“O/i, Sara dear,'* her mother said, 

''That man had better go." 

"Oh, mother dear, please, not just y^et — 

He }vorl(s so doggone slon>." 

—Punch BoUfi 


I 

Was on the street 

The other day 

And I saw 

A girl and 

She saw me, and 

She dropped her purse. 

I hurried after, 

But I fooled her— 

I kept the purse. ^ 

—Punch BotpI. 


That Camden Date 

The]^ had to carr}f Carrie to the ferry. 

The ferry carried Carrie to the shore; 

And the reason that they had to carry Carrie 
Was that Carrie couldn't carry any more. 

—Punch BoxpI. 


i A Tragedy 

Tenderly she took the still, white form from his 
arms and laid it beside those which had gone before. 
Cold drops of perspiration gleamed on her for^ead 
as she looked furtively about her. Suddenly a sigh 
escaped from her trembling lips. Then silence. Pres¬ 
ently another sigh, more heart-rending than the first, 
seemed to well up from the very depths of her soul. 

“My Gawd, but these college guys sure do have 
lots of laundry!*’ she remarked as she surveyed the 
bundles of clothes piled about her. 

—Punch Bowl. 


"Say, ihete's a football player out here wants his 
picture taken." 

"Full face?" 

"No, half back." 

— Pelican. 


At Least 

“Leave me with a smile,” murmured the victim as 
the yegg frisked his clothes. 

— Pelican. 


*22: So you think she’s through with you, eh? 

*25: She sent me back my letters and demanded 
hers. 

*22: She might only be testing you. 

*25: Yes—but I haven’t kept them. 

— Pelican. 


“Marie certainly has a large vocabulary.” 
“Yes, Fve told her she should take more 
exercise.” 

— Pelican. 


If Rodin had gone to Williams 
The Thinker might have looked like this—if 
Women only thought. 



—Purple Covf. 


































THE PATH OF THE WIND' 
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Just a Tiivial Matter 

Phyllis seemed unusually cordial in her reception, 
which was most encouraging, for he had decided that 
evening he would ask her to marry him. 

“You look all tired out,” she said. “Do you think 
you passed your law examination?** 

“1 don*t know. I certainly studied enough for it. 
Everything seems like a blur.** 

He was silent a minute. 

“Phyllis, I haven*t had much time to make love to 
you, but 1 want to ask you if you’ll marry me.** 
“Why, what do you mean?** 

“I mean I love you, Phyllis dear; I want you to 
be my wife.” 

She looked at him wonderingly, then went over 
and put her arms around his neck. 

**You old darling. You must have studied too 
hard. Don’t you remember? We were married last 
evening.** 


“Shay, lady, did them disbarment fellers git after 
you, too?“ 

—Dodo, 


There’s a Difference 

Tve a girl that’s small of build. 

She wears long skirts all neatly frilled 
Her golden hair is slicked back tight— 

And at dancing she’s a fright. 

She likes to sit at home o’nights 
To talk of French, and women’s rights! 
She does not sing or smoke or bet 
Or play at bridge or poker . . . yet 
I love this girl of mine so slow; 

She’ll make a dandy wife, y’know ... 
WHEN I GRADUATE! 

Now Reggie’s pet is tall and slender 
And speaks to him in accents tender; 

Her raven hair is bobbed and'curly. 

Her teeth ’neath rosy lips, are pearly! 

She wears short skirts and rolls her own. 
Thinks naught of touching for a loan! 

She drinks and smokes and bets and dances. 
And vamps the boys with wicked glances. 
She likes to eat and romp and play. 

I’d change for her most any day . . . 
WHILE I’M IN COLLEGE! 

—Orange Peel, 


“/ found a button in my^ salad,** 

**Came off in the dressings I suppose,** 

— Pelican, 


A Promising Boy 

First Prof.—There’s a lad with good stuff in 
him. 

Second Prof.—Let’s follow him; maybe we 
can find out where he got it. 

—Punch BorvL 


—Punch Bowl, 


The Village Flapper 
Under the swinging drugstore sign 
The village flapper waits. 

The flap, a clever kid is she. 

Who never lacks her dates. 

Laughing, smiling, petting. 

All set for another btoke. 

Each evening sees a man picked up. 

Each morning sees him broke. 

And so through life she lightly^ gives 
Many a happy shout. 

But yet the poor girVs never there 
When the diamond rings come out, 

—Punch Bowl, 



Showing to what different lengths higher educa¬ 
tion has gone in men’s and women’s colleges. 

— IVasp, 
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Room—“Say, can I borrow your hat again ?“ 
Mate—“Sure, why the formality?’* 

Room—“Oh, I can’t find it.” 

—Orange Peel. 

What Ails Our Library? 

“You probably don’t remember me. Profes¬ 
sor,” began the meek little middle-aged man, 
“but fifteen years ago you sent me over to the 
Library to get a book for you—” 

“Yes, yes,” returned the Professor, “and 
have you got it?” 

— Jester. 


The Bootlegger’s Daughter 

She ivas onl}^ a bootlegger*s daughter; 

Maud Lynn ivas the name that she gave. 

{The conscienceless coot that had wrought her 
IVas sending strong men to the grave.) 

Her eyes were the aspect of absinthe. 

Her hair was a ringer for rye; 

She was shaped to her shoes Ul(e a bottle of booze 
And the stuff that she peddled was lye! 

I met her one night in an alley 

As she beat it away from a bull. 

**It*s all up with me,*' was her sally 
"You sed, kid, my stockings are full.** 

Next day, in the courtroom of justice. 

Poor Maud to the bar^rail was led. 

The judge was a gink, for he tipped her the wink — 
Bang! Bang! "IVhat*s the charge, George.^** he 
said. 

"Your honor," sez he who had copped her, 

"Tis Moonshiner Maud I have here. 

Begorra, / like to have dropped, sir. 

When she slipped me a jolt of real beer!" 

Then the crowded spectators all leveled 
Their peepers at Maud in her sin; 

She /fneip she was caught so she wept a full quart — 
And the tears that she poured were gin! 

The Court took o fresh squint at Maudie, 

And polished his blossom beak: 

He hiccuped and exhaled a toddy. 

Then opened his yapper to speak- 
"My deshishion," he mumbled, "Not guilty!** 
Knocked cock-eyed by her breath was he — 

"You can't send a brewery to prison," 

And fell back drunk could be. 

—Punch Bowl. 

Well? 

“This,” said the very foolish person as he removed 
his ear from the very fair person’s hairnet, “is what 
I might call an entangling alliance.” 

— Pelican. 



She: “Whoever said, ‘Love to man is but a thing 
apart, 'tis woman's whole existence,' certainly knew 
what he was talking about.” 

He: “If that applies to you, I wonder what you 
are existing on.'* 


— Mink 
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TELLING OFF 

Sylvia: “Where'd you go last night?” 

Sylvester: “X heard William Tell.” 

Sylvia: “The horrid thing. Hell never get another 
date with me.” 

— Scalper. 


Did you ever take her to a dance, and, after pay¬ 
ing at the door, find that you had only seventeen 
cents left? TTien, after a rotten evening of worry 
have the dear young thing suggest, ‘‘Let’s eat.” And 
while you were wondering how to break the news 
have a friend come up and say: ‘‘Hello, old man! 
Here’s that ten dollars I borrowed last month!” 

Neither did I. 

—Punch DorvL 


There’s a Reason 

Pierre La Moffe was an old French Prof., 

His French was ires, tres bon; 

But his class would shirl^ the beaucoup worl( 

La Moffe would e'er pile on. 

One day there came (oh, what a shame 
He hadn't thought before) 

A brilliant scheme, he didn't dream 
Such bliss could be his e'ermore. 

Now, strange to say the students pray 
For work do—but then 

From books they're freed and now they read 
*'La Vie Parisienne." 

—Punch •Bowl. 


Free Verse 

“A caller with a poem wishes to see you sir.” 
“The devil! What’s his name?” 

“It’s a young lady, sir, an’ she’s a peach.” 
“Ah! Show her in. I’ll be glad—ahem—to 
look at her lines.” 

^ —^/cs/er. 


Katydid 

A ^’irl I liked once asked me 
For a Junior Week-End date. 

For a very charming rushee 
Whose name she said was Kate. 

Now one is truly an optimist 
Who consents to a blind date. 

But the way she described the lady 
I was sure I’d met my fate. 

“Her hair is brown,” my friend had said. 
“Her mouth is like a rose; 

She dances like Pavlowa 
And has the cutest nose!” 

“I know you’ll like her. Bob, 

She’s the only girl for me. 

She’s just the size you like. 

And her eyes are lovely blue.” 

Each night I’d plan and dream 
Of how this girl I’d win; 

I’d even had the nerve to ho[)e 
Perhaps I’d plant my pin. 

But alas! my heart is broken. 

And all my day dreams flown— 

My expectations now realizations— 

And my pin still safe at home. 

With singing heart I called for her. 

And all might have been fine, 

But she was the flapper sister 
Of a girl I’d left behind! 

—Orange Owl. 


Prof.: “Has anyone else a question?” 

Sleepy one: “Yes, what time is it?” 

—Orange Owl 
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Insult to Injury 

The other day we read that a man fell in a 
river blocked with ice and a girl saved him. 
The poor fellow caught pneumonia and nearly 
died. But that wasn’t the tragedy; the girl 
married him. 

— Jester. 


“Women are funny things,” remarks the 
philosopher. “They used to read the fashions 
to see what was going on; now they read them 
to see what’s coming off.” 

— Jester. 


Prisoner—Thank you, Judge, for the sen¬ 
tence. 

Judge—Why thank me? I gave you sixty 
days. 

Prisoner—After I heard my lawyer speak 
I thought you would give me life. 

—Punch Boxtfl. 


There Are Smiles, Etc. 

She smiled. 

And I smiled back. 

I met another— 

She smiled, 

I smiled, too. 

(So would you.) 

They all smiled— 

I thought it queer, 

I began to fear. 

(So would you.) 

And then I found 
My sock was down 
Over my shoe— 

And then I knew. 

(So would you.) 

— Pelican. 


The modern girl (a la Kipling): 

A rag, a cropped dome, and a shank all bare. 

—Orange Owl 


Drip 

Woman (hiring plumber) — “Are you a 
Union man?” 

Plumber—“Gawd, no! Pm Hawvard.” 

— Jester. 

Excited husband (to doctor over the phone) 
—“Hello, Doctor, my w’ife has appendicitis. 
What shall I do?” 

Central (breaking in)—“Operator.” 

— Jester. 



“He's a seasoned story teller all right.” 

“How's that?” 

“Every time he Springs a joke Summer sure to 


Fall for it.” 


— Gargoyle. 
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Varden: ^'Darling . . I can see that your heart is beating just for me I’ 
Dolly: “Then, in the future, I shall not wear such a low-necked dress/ 


•Frivol. 


-^ //T 





“Opposites attract opposites,” remarked the 
tall man as he ordered short cake. 

—Flamingo 


A has-been is a person whose coat shines 
and whose shoes don’t. 

—Orange Owl 
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1822 

/ want a girl who is calm and neat, 

A girl who is bright and always sweet, 

A girl, who can dance a dance thaVs new, 

A society girl who can l^eep house too, 

One that can cooli and sew and mend. 

One that can draw with artistic trend, 

ThaVs all Pd expect my wife to do. 

Says a popular man of 18 two-two. 

1922 

! want a girl who f^nows how to dress, 

That l^eeps in style, but wears no less 
That vogue demands with stocl^ings rolled. 

And ruby lips that speafi, not too bold. 

She must rouge her cheef^s and blacfi her eyes. 
And maf(e herself lool^ worldly wise. 

Above all she must jazz and smol^e a bit too. 
ThaVs all he asl^s of 19 two-two. 

—Broion Jug. 


Right to the Point 

“My good woman/' said the learned judge, 
“you must give an answer in the fewest pos¬ 
sible words of which you are capable, to the 
plain and simple question whether, when you 
were crossing the street with the baby on your 
arm and the truck was coming down on the 
right side and the taxicab on the left, and the 
carriage was trying to pass the truck, you saw 
the plaintiff between the carriage and the taxi¬ 
cab and whether and when you saw him at all, 
and whether or not the carriage, taxicab or 
truck, or either, or any two, and which of 
them, respectively, or how it was?" 

—Punch BoivL 


Dumb—Why does a divorce suit remind you 
of ruined lingerie? 

Bell—I'll bite. 

Dumb—It is the ripping of a combination. 

—Punch Borvl. 


Waiting at the Church 

The time had come. The great church organ 
was booming out the fearful strains of the 
wedding march. With a slow, nervous tread, 
his knees shaking at every step, he advanced 
to the altar. The graceful bride, leaning gentry 
on the arm of her father at the end of the aisle, 
seemed miles away. And they were advancing, 
the blushing bride, the proud, smiling father, 
the dainty flower-girl, the maid of honor, the 
bridesmaids, the ushers, all—all advancing to 
meet him. 

Had he done right? He was still young and 
had seen but comparatively little of the wide 
world. Was he fitted for what was expected 
of him? He hardly dared to trust his faltering 
voice with speech. He had gone too far to 
back out now. But you can't blame the young 
parson for being nervous—this was his first 
church wedding. 

—Punch Bowl. 


Manager of Stock Company—To-night you 
will play the part of a duke. 

Star—Then you must give me 20 cents for a 
shave. 

Manager—On second thought you will play 
the part of a Bolshevik. ' 

—Punch Bowl. 



“Pa, what docs VENI, VIDI, VICI, mean?” 
“Oh, it's just one of those college yells.” 

— Pelican. 
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A Tale 

It was night time and Chestnut Street was lively 
with the crowds of young men and women. 

But, alas, for me! I alone must walk the streets 
by myself. If I could only get a good-looking girl! 

Suddenly a beautiful young lady approached me. 
A delicate blush tinged her sweet cheeks. It could be 
seen she had not been on the streets before thus accost¬ 
ing men. 

Yes, she was indeed beautiful, and the symmetry 
of her figure was only enhanced by the costly and 
charming clothes she wore. My heart beat faster 
and faster. 

She slipped a paper into my hand, on which were 
some words. Should I or should I not? Yes, I 
wanted to—but father had told me not to squander 
my money thus. 

But a look from those appealing eyes and I was 
lost. I put my hand into my pocket, and looking 
around to see if anyone was looking, and as if ashamed 
I should be seen in my folly, I slipped a five dollar 
bill into her hand. 

“Tliank you,’* she said, “the Armenian children 
will never forget what you have done to save them 
from famine.” 

—Punch Boivl. 


Smith—Brown gets up with the lark— 

Jones—Yes, and takes a swallow before break¬ 
fast. 


Green—Has the circus arrived in town yet? 

Brown—No. 

Green—But what’s all the commotion over at the 
railroad station? 

Brown—TTie elephants sent their trunks on ahead. 

—Punch Bowl. 


Shoe Clerk (to college man) : Do you prefer long 
or short vamps? 

College Man: Why, personally, I like the short 
blonde variety. 

— Pelican. 


**lVell Hardy^ do you drink the same as ever.^” 
‘Wof the same, but just as much.'* 

— Pelican. 


Down south there lived a negro who was 
crippled, and consequently was unable to do 
any manual labor. His wife was blessed with 
the uncommon name of “Combustion.” And 
as a result of this he was called “Nitrogen,” 
because he was unable to support “Combus¬ 
tion.” 

—Orange Owl. 



A Bright Light Certainly Discloses Some Dark 
Secrets 


—Punch Bowl. 


— Humbug. 
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Page Solomon! 

Citizen (thunderously) : “What are you do¬ 
ing over there ?“ 

Neighbor: “Beating up my wife.“^ 

Citizen (excitedly) : “May I come over and 
see how it's done?" 

-—Orange Ou^/. 


Affection? 

Men are forever getting stuck on me. Don’t think 
I’m conceited when I tell you this, because I frankly 
admit I have no brains; nor am I fair to gaze upon. 
Perhaps it is my love of inconspicuousness that lures 
them on. You see, I am a piece of sticky fly-paper. 

— Pelican. 


Little girl, little girl, where have you been? 
I’ve been to a girl’s school, some culture to win. 
Little girl, little girl, what did you there? 

I smoked cigarettes and cut off my hair. 

— Dirge. 


Laugh At This One 

Lo—I didn’t understand that aeoroplane 
joke. It went over my head. 

Quacious—Well let me tell you the one 
about the needle, and perhaps you will see 
the point 

—The Orphan. 


(Enter the villain with girl.) 

“Can I get a room and bath?’’ 

“We can give you a room, sir, but the bath¬ 
tub leaks terribly." 

“W’here is the barber shop?" 

“It’s just closing, sir." 

“Can I make it if I run?" 

“If you do, it will be a close shave." 

(.Sobbing is heard from the girl.) 

“Please let me go, I love Robert, not you. 
You are the banana peel on the threshold of 
my happiness." 

A step is heard outside and Robert steps -n 
side. Both men stand facing each other and 
reach tor their revolvers. Robert, being an 
artist wins in the draw, aims for the villain's 
heart and shoots him in the excitement. The 
girl rushes over to him, falls in his arms, and 
whispers passionately, “I love you, you grea^ 
big handsome thinr." 

(Cue for song, “We’ll build a nest for two, 
with additional shingles in the back yard.") 

Curtain. 

—Yale Record. 

Doctor Foster went to Gloucester 
In a shower of rain. 

The m.ud w’as deep, and he, asleep— 

He was riding on the train. 

— Dirge. 
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tiA^A^EMy 

REFINED 
DANCING 
EVER7 NIGHT 
C EXCEPT 

SUNDAY, 


“Oh, John; let’s wait until Sunday!” 

—Sun Dial. 


the or somcthinj^ el5e. Don’t for|;;et to 

tell the telephone operator you are a friend (li 
mine, and you’ll never lack service. You told 
me last week you had an engagement with 
Grandma this evening. Please be careful of 
the old lady. Be sure and write tomorrow\ 
Put the stamp upside dowm.” 

And the Senior with his advanced line of 
chatter, “Hello, Beth, how are ;*ou? I got an 
offer for a job today. The pay was too small, 
the work too hard, the hours too long, and the 
company too unreliable. Outside of that, it 
was a good job. Can I see you Sunday? 
What’s that? Come over for dinner? No, I 
don’t like to put your folks to all that trouble. 
By the way, what time is dinner served? Six? 
Alright, Pll be over at three.” 

That’s my daily exercise and is it a wonder 
that my brain sometimes rattles. 

Gee, it’s a “phoney” life. 

—A/eJ/ey. 


Lady: Which end shall I get off at? 
Conductor: IPs all the same to me, lady; 
both ends stop. 

— Dirge. 


Soliloquy of a Fraternity Telephone 

Well, here I sit all day on this rack in a cor¬ 
ner, cold, tired, and hungry. I haven’t had my 
face washed in six months nor my ears cleaned 
since the Prom last year. Everybody talks 
right to my face and the language they use. 

The people here haven’t any manners at all. 
They smoke in the presence of such a lady 
as I. 

If I only had my health! Let’s give these 
phoney people the once-over! 

There’s the cook of the house who orders 
fish, to be delivered at ten and at a quarter to 
twelve says, “Never mind the sea animals. I’ll 
open a can of sardines.” I’ve often wondered 
how they caught these cans of sardines. It 
must be tough to get canned so early in life. 

Then there’s the Freshman w'ho calls his 
mother every ni.jjht. His line is, “Well, Ma, 
Pm getting on well. I learned to play poker 
and one of the profs said, “Young man, yau 
won’t be here long.” Didn’t I always tell you 
that college wouldn’t take me four years?” 

Then there’s the Sophomore who calls his 
girl up after each meal and sometimes twice 
between meals. His line is, “Well, baby how 
are you since last I spoke to you? Did you 
miss me since I called? Let’s go out for din¬ 
ner this evening at your aunt’s house.” 

Then the Junior who has a girl stopping at 
the Commodore. His line is stronger, “Oh, 
Margie, why didn’t you write me a letter yes¬ 
terday? You know I thought that you cau; 5 ,ht 


He seized her m the dark and kissed her. 

For a moment bliss was his. 

**Oh/* he said, ‘7 thought it mp sister.*' 

She laughed and said, "It is." 

— Medley. 

Things Are Not Always What They Seem 

Attendant—Me man, don’t you see that “no 
smoking” sign? 

Me Man—Well, I’m not smoking. 
Attendant— But you have a pipe in your 
mouth. 

Me Man—Sure, and I’ve shoes on me feet, 
b’lt I’m not walking. 

—Yale Record. 



When a Fellow Doesn’t Need a Friend 

— MugJtfump. 
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Three Black Bawls 

—Punch BoxdL 


EXTRACTS FROM THE DIARY OF 

WILLIE DOOIT, TO PROVE THAT 
“He Laughs Best Who Laughs Last” 

Feb. 18, afternoon. I am at a loss to know 
what to do. The Auto Show is on tonight— 
shall I take Marie? She has a date for it to¬ 
morrow night with Percy Alexander, who just 
entered school this semester. He's a tender¬ 
foot from the East. I’ll fix him—I’ll take hei 
this evening myself! 

Night of the 18th—I counted on an inex¬ 
pensive evening because I was almost broke. 
%y 2 to take Marie to the show. First person we 
saw was Percy. He didn’t see us—his gaze 
was fixed on some object that I couldn’t see. 
Marie was too exuberant. She pulled me 
along. New models—I felt sick. I knew she 
was rubbing it in on me and the old bus. Half 
an hour later w’C came back to where the classy 
Fierce Sparrow roadster was. There w^as Percy 
in the same place. What was the fool looking 
at? Then I saw. The roadster was popular 
with the girls, and as they stepped in and out, 
Percy was inspecting the new models of True 
Shape and Onyx. Lucky devil! Marie smiled: 
‘‘Percy is a mischievous little devil, isn’t he?” 
she queried. If I had been in Percy’s place 


she would have been shocked. After the show 
I swore off. An inexpensive evening; but it 
cost me much in suffering. I concluded that a 
thing worth having must be paid for. 

Feb. 20th—I saw Marie this morning. She 
had been to the show with Percy the evening 
previous. Percy was going to buy a car! They 
had had more fun talking to the salesman. 
Percy was going to have demonstrations, and 
he had invited her to go along. Of course, she 
had to accept. I am beginning to feel like I 
have lost out. The name “Percy” exasperates 
me. What made him come here to school any¬ 
way? Just when I was beginning to think that 
Marie was going to like me. Percy had taken 
her to the Statler after the show. All the crowd 
from school had been there. They had a 
“darling” time. 

Feb. 28th—The show is over, and I have seen 
Marie only once. She has been running around 
with Percy in those new Models. I had a punc¬ 
ture in the park the other day; they passed 
by and Percy smiled. D— that fellow, anyway. 
I suppose I’ve lost Marie. Saturday I had an¬ 
other puncture, and of course they had to pass 
again. I must see Dad about some new tires. 

. . . and I might as well look for another girl. 

March 2nd—Dad.'refuses to get the new 
tires. Just as I expected. I don’t care now, 
anyway. I suppose there’s always the lake 
The new Fierce Sparrow roadster is gone from 
the salesroom. ... I had the curiosity to ask 
them where it was. Told me it was SOLD! 
. . . To Percy, I know. 

March 3rd—Asked Dad again today about 
the new tires for the old junk wagon. He said 
that there wasn’t any use to, now. I guess he’s 
about right. I’ve lost her for good. D-! 

March 5th—Marie called me up today. Won¬ 
der what’s in the air now? 

March 6th—Talked to Marie again today. 
Percy has changed his mind—isn’t going to get 
the Fierce Sparrow after all. She invited me 
over to dinner. 

March 7th—The old ’bus isn’t so bad after 
all. Marie and I are going riding in it tonight. 
Hot Dog! 

March 8th—Ah, what a glorious evening it 
was. She confessed to me she liked me a little. 
I blush to say it, but ... I kissed her! 

March 13th—More good news. Percy has 
quit school. I have a date with Marie tonight, 
and the almanac predicts a most wonderful 
moon. 

March 15th—Ye gods and miniature whales! 
I know now why the Fierce Sparrow disap¬ 
peared. DAD BOUGHT IT . . . .! and 1, 
well. I’ve another date with Marie tonight. 

—Dirge. 
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Aren’t Women Queer? 

“Oh, yes, Larry has a big twin-six sedan, but I 
prefer Tarry’s flivver, because Larry’s car runs so 
smoothly and never breaks down, while in Tarry’s 
you need something to hold you on the seat, and 
whenever we hit a country road—well, let’s not tell 
the whole story.’’ 

—Punch Bowl. 


At the Hospital 

No use mincing words—the stude was 
stewed to the brim. Didn’t know whether or 
not he was still a-living, but the doctor in 
charge of the case said he was a living still. 
They would have to be careful, though, ad¬ 
vised the medicine man, for the stuff the fel¬ 
low had downed and which had downed the 
fellow, wasn’t of the best. Hour after hour 
they worked over the inebriate, patiently 
pumping pint after pint of the Forbidden Li¬ 
quor from his collegiate carcass. For a long 
time the stewed’s life was utterly despaired 
of, but at length he opened his baby blue eyes. 

‘‘Quick, son!” urged the doctor at once. 
“What did you take?” 

“En-engineering,” sighed he on the cot. 

—Punch Bowl. 


“Did you notice that girl who just passed?’’ 

“The one with the bright blue sweater, silk stock¬ 
ings with roses about three inches apart, sport shoes, 

bobbed hair and-?’* 

“Yes.’’ 

“Not particularly.’’ 

— Malteaser. 


They were adrift in an open boat. The 
waves ran mountain high. It seemed as if they 
were lost. Finally, one man fell upon his knees 
and began to pray. “O, Lord,” he said, ‘‘I’ve 
been a hard drinker, but if my life is spared 
now I’ll never again— 

“Wait a minute. Jack,” said the other, “don’t 
go too far. I think 1 see a sail.” 

—Punch Bowl. 


Back to the Monkey 

At the rate science is now going, in another 
year or so every old man will have his own 
glandfather. 

—M al teaser. 


The modern girl is quite careful not to be led 
into temptation and still more careful in her 
inquiries as to where to find it. 

— Malteaser. 


. Absent, But Not Forgotten 

“I’m right smart proud of my son at college. 
He’s one of the most popular young fellar’s 
thar,” said Farmer Hicks proudly. 

“Yer don’t say so?” exclaimed a neighbor. 

“Yep, he recently gave a big dinner-dance in 
my honor at one of the most fashionable 
hotels.” 

“Wuz you thar?” 

“No, I wusn’t.” 

“Wal, where do you come in?” 

“I paid for it.” 

—Punch Bowl. 


Love is a cocktail to the average man. Mar¬ 
riage is the sensation he experiences after his 
twentieth drink. 

— Malteaser. 


Accounting Stude—I’m just sick of figures. 
Room-mate—Then there’s no use for you to 
go to that musical comedy tonight. 

—Punch Bowl. 



Enterprising Young Student Taking Lecture by 
Radio 


— Burt. 
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A Summer Course in Socks and Bonds 


—Punch Dot>l. 
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“Passing the Bawl” 

—Sun Dial. 


Deceived 

The furniture installment collector rang the door¬ 
bell. In response to his inquiry for the head of the 
household he was told that that worthy gentleman had 
just departed with a liveried chauffeur in a large 
closed car of excellent make. And he went his way 
rejoicing. 

How was he to know that his patron had departed 
in the police patrol? 

— Pelican, 


The Bashful Lover 

He would give her a private yacht, a string 
of motors, a beautiful home—he would give 
her anything her he^rt desired. But she would 
never enjoy them! 

For he had never asked her if she would 
take them, if she would be his bride. 

—M alteaser. 


Son—“Don’t you think that after a fellow 
has taken a girl to the theatre, given candy 
and flowers, and then treated to a good sup¬ 
per, he should kiss her goodnight?” 

Father—“Huh! I should think he'd done 
quite enough for her already.” 

— Flamingo, 


Stop, Thief 

The Ivy Ball was over and a taxi waited for 
them at the door. Eustacia, his only girl, lived 
in a suburban town and he was looking for¬ 
ward with anticipation to the ride to her home. 

The taxi sped away, soon leaving the glim¬ 
mering lights of the city far behind. As Clar¬ 
ence looked out of the cab window’, into the 
winter moonlight night, he noticed that they 
were in the country. 

Suddenly the car stopped in a lonely spot. 

“Well, what are you stopping for?” demand¬ 
ed the senior indignantly. 

“I heard the young lady say “STOP,” the 
taxi driver apologized. 

“Well, she wasn’t talking to you, w’as she?” 
he grated. 

—Punch Bon>l, 


Weep with the Weeping Willow 
And the Cypress answers your sigh. 

Pine and the Sugar Pines with you 
But be a Prune and they’ll be passed by. 
Cling not like the clinging Vine Maple 
Nor shake like the Quaking Aspens; 

Be a Peach, Spruce up and be Poplar, 
And you’ll go through life on high. 

—Orange Owl, 


Chapel Exporter (fervently)—“I ask you, 
w’here do w’e find the most miserable of men?” 

Chapel Importer (fervently)—“You don’t 
have to find him; he hunts you up and tells 
you all about it.” 

— Flamingo, 



Bon: Are Liz and Lou still on the outs? 

Bon: Oh, no; Liz gave Lou a box of rouge, and 
then they made up. 

—Medley, 
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Bringing Up Father 

— Dirge, 


Moist Curiosity 

First Gossip: “The preacher said there were 
fourteen cases of flu in church this morning/* 
Second Gossip (wife of bootlegger): “An’ 
how many be there in a case/* 

—Yale Record, 


A Mercenary Miss 
There was a young maid from Ky., 

Whi considered herself very ly., 

When she married a guy 
Who piled shekels skuy-huy, 

But to choose such a face, she was ply. 

—Yale Record, 

The Nobel Booby prize of 1921 is awarded 
to the garageinan on the Saint Charles Road 
who flaunts the sign; Automobile Repairing 
& Ford Fixing. - = 

— Dirge. 


Get Out o’ The Air, Th’ Ozone’s Busy! 

Carolyn said she loved me 

Over the radio-phone 

Evelyn heard it—from the air so free 

D—n it! I’m left all alone! 

— Beanpol. 


“There Ain’t No Santy Claus!” 

The girl was very sweet and coy 
As she looked at him and said: 

“'The night air is rather chilly, 

I’ve nowhere to lay my head.” 

He gave her just one startled look 
And then in haste he said, 

“I’ll take you home, if that’s the case 
So you can go to bed.” 

■I — Beanpol. 


Hark! Hark! the Meadow Lark! 

A rubber band on snappy tunes 
Had jazzed to death some old-time croons. 
The gutt’ring of the gutter snipes 
Drown’d out the fire in the organ pipes. 

A pancake panned its fryin’ pan. 

An egg got broke and also ran. 

A picture swore it had been framed. 

The gold mine jumped, for it was claimed. 

The leaves on all the trees had left. 

The cliff, cut up, said, “I am cleft.” 

A razor clam shaved oysters raw. 

And that ain’t half of all I saw! 

— Puppet. 


ONE BE'TTER 

He—I think I’ll have this car equipped with 
Steer-Straights—something to keep it in the 
center of the road without any attention on 
my part. 

She—Wouldn’t it be a lot better to use the 
brake? 

— Dirge. 


(In Government class.) Prof.—What is a 
silent majority?” 

Stup—Er, I guess it’s two men when there’s 
a woman present.” 

—Medlep. 


“The woman pays,” said the wife as the 
judge gave her thirty days and a ten dollar 
fine. 

“The man always pays,” said the husband as 



A Slave’s Life 

— Durr, 
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Husband (savagely): ‘‘Maria, where's my clothes?'* 
Maria: **Good heavens, dear. I wonder if I used 
them in the salad.'* 

— Flamingo. 


Lost? 

When Gladys begged me to let her wear my 
fraternity pin, I hadn't the heart to refuse the 
dear little innocent, much as I wanted to keep 
it myself. She pinned it to her waist straight 
away, always wore it there and seemed very 
contented indeed. But one night I noticed that 
it wasn't there, and w^hen I inquired as to its 
safety, she put her fluffy head upon my shoul¬ 
der and began to pout. 

“Oh, Jack dear—I'm so sorry—I l-lost it 
somewhere, won't you please forgive me?" 

Now what was I to do in a case like that? 
It would break her little heart if I didn't. Of 
course, I couldn't say no to such a tearful ap¬ 
peal—so I kissed the precious darling, patted 
her rougy cheek and soothed her in my most 
effective manner. 

I got another pin soon after and she saw it 
the very next evening I called. 

“O-h Jack, is that a new^ pin?" 

“Yes, sweetness. Pretty, don't you think?" 

She looked at it a little closer. 

“Yes, let's trade, I like it ever so much more 
than the other you gave me." 

—Punch BoivL 


Second-mate (pointing to inscribed plate on 
deck)—“This is where our gallant Captain 
fell." 

Elderly Lady Visitor—“No wonder, I nearly 
tripped over it myself." 

— Flamingo. 


George—“I've got a bad head this morning." 
Mrs. George—“I'm sorry, dear. I do hope 
you'll be able to shake it off before dinner." 

— Flamingo, 


“Friends and feller citizens," shouted the 
loud-mouthed orator: “Lend me your ears." A 
hail of cabbage fell about him. 

“I did not ask for your heads; I merely asked 
for your ears," spoke the recipient. Whereupon 
the audience got up and left in disgust; they 
had not thought to bring any com. 

—Orange Orvl. 


In Memoriam 

Here lies the body of 
Ton Silitis; 

He always thought he'd catch his death of cold. 
HE DID. 

This tombstone is for 
R. R. Track; 

He thought the train wasn't back. 

HE WAS WRONG. 

We had to bury here 
Lazy Miller; 

He always put things off. 

BUT WE DIDN'T. 

In the memory of 
TheoLogist; 

He often wondered what death was like. 

NOW HE KNOWS. 

—Orange Owl 


She—“Did you do well in your anatomy 
quiz?" 

He—“Not so much. I said there were 17 
vertebrae in the spinal column but I find these 
new ballroom styles have uncovered a couple 
more." 

— Flamingo. 
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(1) Roger, a bashful Elite, has inquired where 
is the woman's department. The floorwalker, 
with the tofie of a well groomed train-announc¬ 
er, asks: "IVhat do you want? Shoes, stock¬ 
ings, underwear, lingerie—' 

**Shhh! Not so loud!" begs Roger as a 
troop of High School girls pass by, giggling. 



(3) The little shop girl has great faith in Ur. 
Becman and his great gum movement. "IVhat 
do women like?" ventures Roger as a prelim¬ 
inary. 

"Oh—lots of things," replies Pearl, "whatcha 

yotr 


“Doesn’t that girl over there look like Helen 
Brown?” 

“I wouldn’t say her dress was Brown.” 

— Flamingo, 



(2) Walking through a department store re¬ 
minds Roger of a Psychology maze experi¬ 
ment. The floorwalker has told him to go six 
aisles down, four to the right, diagonally ten 
paces, then three counters to the left, and he 
MAY find what he wants. 



(4) Having shown Roger every woman’s ar¬ 
ticle from the unmentionables to a gold cigar¬ 
ette case, without results. Pearl asks: "Are 
you going to buy something, or are you simply 
getting some inside dope?" 

In desperation, Roger finally decides on an 
wory back-scratcher. 


ROGER GOES SHOPPING 

—Yalt Record. 

“Why do you call your infant son Bill?” 

“He came on the first of the month and is 
getting bigger all the time.” 

—Flamingo 
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Something Nice in the Way of a Ford 

— Chaparral. 


Confessions of a Bride 

Chapter XXX 

(As depicted in the yellower of our journals) 
When Dan came home, 1 could see at once 
that he was out of sorts, for when I ran to 
kiss him, he bit off the top of my ear. Some 
wives would have taken offense at this, but 1 
try to be a true helpmate and not the nagging 
kind. I merely said, “Dinner is ready, dear.“ 
“What, hash again?“ exclaimed Dan as he 
followed me into the kitchen. “Yes, darling,’' I 
replied, whereupon he threw the frying pan at 
Baby. Although 1 thought a great deal of 
Baby, I said nothing, feeling that Dan was not 
quite himself. Hoping to wound him, I quiet¬ 
ly phoned for the undertaker. All that he said, 
was, “Are you going to use that telephone all 
night?” Sometimes I think there is something 
brutal in his nature by the way he acts w'hen 
these spells are on him. He called up that 
Banks woman and invited her out to dinner 
Am I losing his love? The thought is driving 
me mad. 

— Malteaser. 


“Yessuh, I names all my children after flow¬ 
ers. Over there is Rose, yonder is Petunia, and 
there is Geranium.” 

“What is that one’s name?” 

“Why we call her Artificial.” 

—Orange Onfl 


One B. Fairfax Mislaid 

Dear B. F. 

I went auto-riding with a strange young 
man last night. Did I do wrong? 

Ans.—Probably. 

— Flamingo. 


Prof.—What does Darwin’s Theory say? 
Stude—Darwin says that our ancestors came 
from monkeys, but my mamma told me that 
mine came from Wales. 

—Punch Bowl. 


Painted in pensive outlines by the flickering 
glow of the half-burned embers, the faces ot 
Clarice and Estelle were silhouetted against 
the comfortably overstuffed back of the sor¬ 
ority davenport. Estelle looked w'istful. 

“Never again will his broad shoulders pass 
through that door just as the clock is striking 
eight,” she sighed. 

“Heavens, honey, how’s that?” 

“And the old rose piano lamp will never 
guide us again to the baby grand.” 

“Why, Estelle!” 

“'fhe comfy old davenport will never again 
hold us in its amorous embrace. We won’t be 
able to sit here and dream any more.” 

“I’m astonished.” 

“Tonight I’m going to burn all his love let¬ 
ters, one by one.” 

“But Estelle, you’re not going to discard 
him, are you?” 

“Discard him? Oh, no; Pm going to marry 
him!” 

—Orange Owl. 


Stranger—“Why is it that none of these au- 
toists here-abouts put out their hands when 
turning comers?” 

Constable—“You see this is a college town 
and the young chaps ain’t octapuses.” 

— Flamingo. 



“APRIL SHOWERS” 

Modern Pup: “Why can't History Repeat Itself?” 

— Froth. 
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An Examination Paper 

— Chaparral. 


t The Lost Chord 

(Apologies rvhere necessary^) 

Seated one day at “Commons/' 

I was weary and ill at ease, 

As I dined on a strange concoction 
Called “Chicken Croquets with Peas.“ 

I knew not what I was eating, 

And my courage began to sag. 

When I struck a cord that tasted 
Like the string of my laundry bag! 

It clung to my left bicupsid, 

With passionate force it clung; 

It hampered articulation, 

It got twisted about my tongue. 

I tried to cry out for assistance. 

In vain, since my tongue was tied. 

The cord settled down on my windpipe, 
And, gasping for breatah, I died. 

—Yale Record. 


Why does a chicken lay an egg ? 

Because if she dropped it it might break. 

— Puppet. 


“Do you like moving pictures?" 
“Absolutely not. I almost broke my neck 
hanging the dam things." 

— Puppet. 


Retrospect 

Oh, all the splendid lies that Tve told you 
Come back again to me, now all is over; 

And I’ve grown logical, smile at the lover 

Whose ardor made him swear his words were true; 
And marvel at the boldness he has lost. 

I said your hair was like a torch of gold. 

Filled with a warmth that time could not exhaust. 

Maybe it was. It’s yellow now and cold. 

Your eyes are still and dull. I called them keen. 

I swore the years would never satisfy 
My love. Strange words! You’re but a memory. 
And drifting every day from what you’ve been. 
But listen! here’s one thing you ought to know: 

I said I loved you then. Well, then ’twas so! 

— Dirge. 


WELL SAID! 

The Queen: Sir Humphrey! Hast thou 
been drinking heavily? 

Sir H.: Ah, your majesty, you see, when¬ 
ever I think of thee, I needs must drink to 
thy health, and thou art in my mind contin¬ 
ually. 

The Queen: Excused, noble Sir Humphrey! 

— Dirge. 


What He Thought She Thought: 

“My, isn’t he w’onderful. I simply can’t drag 
my eyes away from him, especially his necktie." 

What She Thought He Thought: 

“The Cute thing, and what a lovely silk 
sweater." 

What Everyonq Else Thought: 

“The simp with the pimply necktie has fallen 
for the dumb-bell with the stringy blouse." 

— Dirge. 



That Springy Feeling 

—IVag Jag. 
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Wife: “Henry, have you turned on the gas?” 
Henry:“Yes, can't you smell it?” 


—Purple Coii>, 


Modern Method 

He drew her close to him. Her eyes closed 
and she seemed oblivious to everything but 
his caresses. He kissed her warm lips again 
and again as she lay, unresisting and quiet in 
his arms. But he hesitated. Her eyes flut¬ 
tered open. 

“What if the chaperone should see us,** he 
whispered. 

“Oh, that*s all right, John, Tve been watch¬ 
ing,** and her eyes dropped shut again. 

— WidoTv, 


In days of old, a knight would take 
A horse and suit of tin. 

And with a ten-foot pole would try 
His lady’s love to vsdn. 

But now he takes a bus of tin 
And fills her up with gas. 

And miles and miles away from town 
He WOOS his winsome lass. 

—Orange OrvL 


“You passed me today and never recognized 
me. 

“What? Were you the girl with the open¬ 
work sand colored stockings?** 

— IViJojp. 


Jim lost a Liberty bond. 

“Did you keep the number of it?** asked a 
friend. 

“Sure, I wrote it down.** 

“What is it?** 

“I don’t know. I wrote it on the back of the 
bond.** 

—Orange Orvl 


Dangerous Blues 

It was Saturday evening. The interurban 
with its burden of weary workers and city vis¬ 
itors had left the city behind. The man across 
the aisle, with his bowed head in his hands 
plaintively whistled, “All By Myself.” The 
melody, with its lonesome note, met a re¬ 
sponse in the heart of the little shop girl, who 
gazed with unusual interest on the handsome 
athletic figure of her neighbor. She wanted to 
answer his call with, “I’m Nobody’s Baby.” 
The man no doubt was as lonesome for com¬ 
pany as she and would respond. He was tick¬ 
eted for the same stop and there was a big 
dance there tonight. The man certainly was a 
good dancer. Should she? 

A little child left her mother in the seat in 
front of the man and approached him. She vig¬ 
orously pounded on his arm. “Papa, papa, 
aren’t we ’most home?” 

— Malteaser, 


In the spring young men’s fancies lightly 
turn to what the girls have been thinking 
about all winter. 



Do fraternity men bring stout sisters to a chapter 
dance so as to tease the pledges? 

_ — Medlep. 
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Adventures Among the Plutotariat 

The Younger Generation — of Mothers. 
Shocking? Oh my, yes—but let me explain. 

Dashing up Fifth Avenue in my speedy bus 
for the first time, I gazed about me at these 
.squalid huts—the dear homes of simple folk liv¬ 
ing wholesome lives of honest endeavor. Sud¬ 
denly a woman's voice, a mother's song, drifted 
to me on the evening breeze. I listened: music 
fraught wdth the delicacy of Schubert; words 
expressing the tenderness of Keats.—Softly 
came the song: It is the matron's prayer at 
midnight. 

“When my youngest daughter is paisted, and 
her curls are twisted and dyed, 

(Since my oldest has ceased from her flapping, 
for a flipper in vain has she cried) 

Let me rest, for ye gods, but I need it, lie down 
for an hour or two. 

Till they bring my son home in the morning, 
cursing his father's home brew." 

Tears came to my eyes and I passed on. 

—Yale Record, 


Shim—“Did you get abroad last summer?" 
Him—“Oh yes, I was engaged to her." 

— Puppet, 


A Test 

It has been suggested that the best proof 
that a girl is getting old is when she begins 
to sigh over the pictures in the album. 

— Burr, 


A Friend in Need 

She (Anxiously)—Please leave me alone. 
He (Sorrowfully)—I can't. I tried to se¬ 
cure a loan myself the other day, but failed 
absolutely. 

—The Orphan, 


She—Jack, tell me about yourself. Have you 
been having a gay time at Atlantic City? 

He—To tell you the truth, I haven't had a 
dull moment since I saw you last. 

—Yale Record, 


Life’s Tragedies 

Watching the men in the subway become in¬ 
tently absorbed in the obituary notices of their 
papers when an old lady enters the train. 

Deciding which color feather will make you 
look most collegiate. 

Thinking of a diplomatic answer to HIS 
question, “Can I kiss you?" after you've wait¬ 
ing all evening for him to warm up. 

Wondering who is having the better time— 
the clutched couples on top of the bus, or you 
and your escort who rant disgustedly on the 
.sordidness of public spooning. 

Trying to appear indiflferent when, after an 
absence of two we^ks, HE calls and invites 
you to the show you are dying to see. 

Discovering when you're stifling in the the¬ 
atre, that you've forgotten to ask your sister 
how to work the buckle on her suit. 

Showing the boss in a tactful way that he 
has made a mistake. 

Watching a flapper “galoshe'.'1ier way into 
your man's heart. 

Throwing dice to see which one of the family 
can use the parlor on Wednesday night. 

—Medley^. 


Mother—As I passed the parlor door last 
night I saw Mr. Percy's face very close to 
yours. 

Daughter—Yes, ma, he's so near-sighted. 

— Medle'p, 



It was a Great Blow for Father 

—Congar s Par», 
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NOT A SILENT PARTNER 

Jack: Is your girl still at Ypsi? 

John: My girl isn’t still any place. 

— Gargoyle. 


Description of a Girl 
Good looking. 

Opaline eyes. 

Lips like rubies. 

Dimples. 

Dances well. 

Innocent. 

Golden hair. 

Generally lovable. 

Eats before sleeping. 

Rolls her own. 

—Punch Boufi 


Amid Summer Madness 
“Dear Maybull: 

After my talking for at least forty minutes 
with a pick-up the other day without a word 
of conversation, he finally took out a pencil 
and paper and wrote something and then 
handed the paper to me. I eagerly seized the 
odd piece of paper and let my eyes pour over 
its contents, which were: T am deaf and 
dumb but not blind, so let's go swimming.' 
Maybull, old kid, I am no longer seeking 
romance. MARY." 

—Punch Bowl 


More Didya’s 

Did you ever see a board walk? 

Did you ever see a honev-comb her hair? 
Did you ever see a water-pitcher? 

Did you ever see a boxing glove? 

I wonder what did Arti-choke. 

Did you ever see a pillow slip? 

Who drd the yard stick? 

What did the tooth-pick? 

Who did the picture frame? 

Do tell me is the ink-well? • 

Did you ever see a base-ball bat? 

What trouble did the Teddy-bear? 

—Orange Onfi 


A girl may be a Phi Bete and class president, 
but her pals back home never think she's much 
of a success until she comes home with a 
diamond. 

—M alteaser. 


PERSONAL PRONOUNS 
First Student—“Pm going to sue my Eng¬ 
lish teacher for libel." 

Second Student—“What for?" 

First Student—“He wrote on my English 
theme, ‘You have bad relatives and antece¬ 
dents.' " 

—Orange Peel 


“It's the little things in life that tell," said 
the girl as she dragged her kid brother from 
underneath the sofa. 

—Orange Peel 


A blind man at a bathing beach is no more 
unfortunate than a one-armed man calling on 
twin sisters. 

—Orange Ovfl 



Embarassing Moments 


\ 


Octopus. 
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He: “Jack’s the most efficient man that I know/’ —Purple Co*. 

She: “How’s that?” 

He: “He went to Hawaii with a lawnmower.” 


Manager, to applicant for job: “Well, you Applicant: “That's impossible, he’s been 
can have the place if you show us references dead for ten years.” 
from your last employer.” 


— Puppet. 


linOiDTl 
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The Fatted Calf as Observed by The 

Prodigjal Sun. 


—The Orphan. 


Sparks From History 

King Henery—“So you refuse to be minister 
to Holland r 

Sir Lance-a-head—“I do.*’ 

K. H.—“Aha! and why?” 

S. L. H.—“The royal geographer just told 
me that it was a low, lying country.” 

— Flamingo. 


Man in ebb tide: “Help, help, I’m drown¬ 
ing.” 

Man dozing in sand: “Well, why make so 
much noise about it?” 

—Orange OtvI. 


“Your face is like a poem.” 

“How thrilling! What one?” 

“Oh, one of Browning’s—there are some 
hard lines about it.” 

— Flamingo. 


“Watch me, I’m about to strike,” said the 
clock. 

“Strike,” said the umpire, as he lighted a 
match. 

—Orange Orvl. 


I hate to think of Lover’s Leap, 

Where I so often tarried. 

The golden moon befuddled me. 

And, darn it, I got married. 

—Orange Owl 


Rows and Why Not 
By the Inventor of the Submarine. 

Kows are like automobiles for they both 
have horns. They was originally one of the 
principle ingredients of milk and honey but 
since the invention of milk-men (so-called) the 
milk has been so greatly adulterated that just 
a little poetic lizcnze lets us make “money and 
honey” witch rimes. 

After goin’ thru a tanning factory and seaing 
so much kows hides won mite get the idee that 
a kow is a very scary crectur and in fakt they 
hav ofen bean known to turn tail and be facing 
the other way—all of witch com pass like a 
magnetic needle. 

A kurius thing about kows especially the 
roosters is that they our vcrie averse to red. 
They our the source of won of our most pop¬ 
ular flavors in candy; manie of our candys and 
breaths being flavored with the essence of 
there cloven hoofs which was highly esteemed 
in the bible. 

Our kow is the ingredients of two of food; 
according to the bible, aforementioned, it is 
both (1) meat and (2) proper food. 

W itch isn’t the haf ov it for owing to its 
peculiar manner of eating it cud do most eny- 
thing. One day the ko\y 'Was chasing the girl 
across the field when he got so close he but¬ 
ter, hence the discovery of cheese. 

, — Flamingo, 


“Is this cup sanitary?” 

“Must be, everybody uses it.” 

—Orange Owl. 



Betty: “Billy and I have parted forever.” 
Doris: “What does that mean?” 

Betty: “A five pound box of candy.” 


—A/int. 
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They were seated on a little rustic bench. 
The moon shone throu^^h the trees. All at 
once the girl timidly said dear, I can’t 

understand why you lavish your affections on 
me above all the other girls in the world. Why 
is it?” 

“Hanged if I know,” he replied, “and all 
the fellows down at the house say that they 
can’t make it out either.” 

—Flamingo 



I've read "The Shick" 

And Ibsen too, 

But they’re second-hand thrills 
Compared to you! 

—Cafe Brulo. 


FUTURISTIC IMPRESSIONS OF 
PSYCHOLOGICAL MOMENTS 
Being Called on to Recite When Unprepared 
The sinking of the Lusitania; having your 
chair pulled out from under you, taking your 
girl to a dance and discovering that you have 
not enough money with you; caught stealing 
pennies; discovering your two “best” girls ex¬ 
changing notes; opening by mistake the door 
to a ladies dressing room. 

Meeting Your Fiancee’s Father 
Having the guy who has just cleaned up on 
you ask you if you have had enough; this way 
out please; forgetting your lines in a play; 
coming face to face with a much avoided cred¬ 
itor; being called on to return thanks; drop¬ 
ping your spoon in your soup and splashing 
the lady next to you; receiving a death verdict, 
^ing a Senior 

Walking on stilts; standing on the top of 
Eifel tower; thinking that some one envies 
you; being asked for your opinion; discover¬ 
ing that some one thinks you’re clever ; having 
your friend’s colored chauffer call for you; see¬ 
ing a little news-boy scurry out of your way. 
—R. D. B. 

— Flamingo. 


If there is an)rthing in this heredity, folks 
ought to rate me pretty high. My dad was a 
steeple jack and my mother was an aviatrix, 
and they were both up in the air all the time. 

—Orange OivL 


He (after standing an hour on the street 
comer waiting for his wife)—“What do you 
mean by making me stand here in the cold like 
an old fool?” 

She—“How can I help how you stand.” 

— Flamingo. 


Pat C.—“Your cream is very good.” 

Patsy—“It ought to be; I just whipped it.” 

— Flamingo. 


Policeman—“But didn’t you feel the pick¬ 
pocket’s hand in your pocket?” 

Absent-minded ProL—“Yes, but I thought 
that it was my own.” 

— Flamingo. 


Of all the pests that walk the street, 

The one I’d like to slay 
Is the one who hollers across the street 
“Hello, George, whaddya say?” 

Another one I’d like to hit, 

(I’d pack a nasty blow) 

Is the bird that when he sees you, yells 
“Hello, Bill, whaddya know?” 

—Flamingo 
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Senior advisor: “Always love your teachers/ 
Rook: “I tried that once but she got mad.” 

—Orange Orvl 


Customer: “Waiter, isn’t it strange that my 
potatoes are cold?” 

Waiter: “No sah. It’s cold wethah, sah; 
taint strange for wintah.” 

—Orange Orvl. 


Pat fell from the fourth story of a building 
and caught telephone wires on the way down. 

Mike ran for a ladder to get him down. 
When he got back Pat was lying in a heap on 
the sidewalk. 

“An’ whoi didn’t ye hang on”? said Mike. 

“Oi was afraid them wires would break,” 
replied Pat. 

—Orange Owl, 


Fat Man (in movies to little boy behind 
him)—“Can’t you see, young fellow?” 

Little Boy—“Not a thing.” 

F. M.—“Then keep your eyes on me and 
laugh when I do.” 

— Flamingo. 


“I Hate Public Speaking” 

I hate public speaking. 

When we were in Grammar school, they 
called it reciting. 

When we reached High school, it became 
elocution. 

Now that we have successfully entered col¬ 
lege, along comes the same stuff in a sugar 
coating—Public Speaking. 

The first assignment called for the delivery 
of a memorized public speech. Being some¬ 
what of a Frosh, I proceeded to learn mine by 
heart, and it was not long before I mastered 
it. 

At class the next day, I was called upon to 
recite. I began, “If there is a struggle for ex¬ 
istence,” . . . here my voice cracked. Some¬ 
body laughed. I decided to pull myself to¬ 
gether and try again. 

“If there is a struggle,” . . . this time I 
had forgotten it. Suddenly the room became 
unbearably hot. I gasped for breath. I was 
dizzy and little spots appeared before my eyes. 
I resolved to make one final effort. “If there is 
a struggle,” .... the words wouldn’t come. 
By this time the struggle had become a fight. 
The walls of the room wouldn’t stay in their 
place. My knees became weak. I felt for the 
table, but somebody must have moved it 
while I was speaking. I saw only one hundred 
grinning faces stare at me,—suddenly the floor 
hurled itself in my direction and everything 
became black. 

When I came to, I was in the hospital. The 
nurse was holding my head, I tried once more, 
“If there is a struggle,” ... “Never mind, 
darling,” she said, “just close your eyes and 
go to sleep.” I stayed in the hospital for about 
a week. 

I don’t mind nurses so much, but ... I 
hate Public Speaking. 

—Orange Peel. 



The Owl: Guess I'm not the only one that’s up 
all night. 


— Malieaser, 
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At the Opera 

Moper (gazing at the coloratura): “Speak¬ 
ing of figures— 

Toper: “What! That human hippo?'’ 

M.: “No, you idiot! Her salary." 

— Malieaser. 


If S-I-O-U-X spells “soo," 

And E-Y-E spells “I," 

And S-I-G-H E-D spells “side," 

I guess that’s what I’d better do. 

Commit Sioux-eye-sighed. 

—Orange Orvl. 


Such Is Life 

YESTERDAY I was 
WALKING along a slippery 
STREET, and a very 
PRETTY GIRL in front of me, with 
SILK STOCKINGS, 

SLIPPED and 

FELL. I ran to 

HELP her up, but just then I 

REMEMBERED that 

FATHER told me never to 

PICK UP a girl, so I 

LET’ER LIE! 

— Flamingo. 


Judge: *‘If the waiter was polite to you and 
brought just what you ordered, why did you knock 
him down before you went out?” 

Prisoner; “You see, Judge, he was my captain 
when I was in the army.” 

Judge: “Dismissed!” 



The pawnbroker sat in the grand stand 
Babe Ruth was up to sock it. 

“Three balls,” yelled the Ump. to the batsman. 
Quoth Abe, “Here’s a chance to hock it.” 

—Orange On>L 


Summer Advice 

Now that summer has arrived, and we can 
set off carefree upon our vacations, a bit of 
pertinent advice may be of assistance. 

In the matter of weekending, always arrive 
at the unexpected time. Besides making it 
more inconvenient for the host it also gives a 
tinge of uncertainty. Then when you finally 
stroll in everybody will want to know “What 
was wrong?” 

If by chance you are seated next to the hos¬ 
tess, tell your other partner in a loud tone that 
you consider the meal “half baked” or “under 
done.” Also state that the cocktail is syn¬ 
thetic. It gives a pleasant turn to the affair. 

In swimming, stay under most of the time. 
Of course if you are an Apollo you can loll on 
the sands, but we have so few of them among 
us. If the daughter of the house wants to race 
you, be sure and beat her. Otherwise she may 
feel that she is your equal. 

The hostess’ grandmother may feel the urge 
of a little excitement. In this case take her 
down to the lake and park her on a bench. 
Return an hour later and take her home. She 
will thus have all the glamor of the unknown 
cast over her that will be the envy of the 
others. 

Nevertheless the vital thing is to be a gen¬ 
tleman at all times. Remember who you are 
and what you represent, and in case you do 
forget, ask the gentleman standing next to 
you to look in your notebook and tell you. A 
summer is what you make it. We cannot hope 
that you will improve, but you should grow 
no worse. 


— Frivol. 


— Widow. 
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A Different Kind 

She: What do you think of my new coat? 
Is it too thick? 

He (looking at her face) : I like the color, 
dear; but Tm afraid you really have got it on 
a little thick. 

— Malteaser, 


“What’s the charge?” inquired the judge. 

“Burglary, yer honor,” declared the night 
cop. “This boid was found lifting a watch 
from a pawnshop.” 

“Well, what have you to say,” rasped hiz- 
zoner. 

“Please, sir,” said the prisoner, “I was only 
trying to find out what time it was. That guy 
had my watch.” 

—Orange OtvL 


HOW TO SUCCEED IN LOVE 

Very Simple—Says the Writer, Who is a Bit 
of a Futurist 

We won’t waste time on introductory sen¬ 
tences. Look around! Pick out a girl, the 
quicker the better. What a mob to choose 
from. Any one for the asking! Politely ask her 
if you may call on her. Now w’e’re set! 

As you enter the front door, extend your 
hand slowly, firmly grasp hers, all the time 
looking steadily into her eyes. Don’t imme¬ 
diately search for a chair and sit down in it. 
What in thunder do you think a davenport is 
for? Even the one chair in the comer of the 
room will hold two if necessary. 

If she would like to go to the movies look 
for the darkest side of the house. Put your 
overcoat on your lap, so placed that one hand 
may be slipped under it without attracting 
too much attention and reach for hers. When 
the hero kisses the heroine press it passion¬ 
ately. 

Afterwards suggest a little ride. If she says 
she is cold don’t hunt around for the robe. If 
you can’t drive with one hand you ought not to 
own a car. Don’t take her home before two 
o’clock. If you do she’ll think you’re slow. 
When it does finally come time to say good¬ 
night slowly extend your hand in manner 
aforestated. As she slips hers into it draw her 
gently towards you. Clasp her in your manly 
arms and squeeze. Don’t weaken. Squeeze 
again. Press your lips to hers and let them 
rest there for the barest second. As you with¬ 
draw them, whisper into her little shell-pink 
ear “You dear, sweet, little thing.” 

The next time you ask for a date she'll prob- 
ably give you one. 

—Orange Peel. 


“What’s this,” roared the farmer, as he ob¬ 
served the newly-employed hand basking in 
the shade of an apple tree with the hired girl 
at 11 a. m. “I thought you said you never got 
tired.” 

“I don’t,” came the nonchalant reply. “Thii 
doesn’t tire me.” 

—Orange Owl. 


Scene: Blockley Nut Clinic. 

Professor—(to a “nut” with a tendency to 
mental confusion)—Where do you live? 
Inmate—I don’t know. 

Professor—What is your name? 

Inmate—I don’t know. 

Professor—How old are you ? 

Inmate—I don’t know\ 

Professor (under his breath)—Reminds me 
of a Penn student in an examination. 

—Punch Bowl. 



As yc sew, so shall ye rip 


— Coblin. 
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Both (sudden thought). What a wonderful chance for a proposal! 

(And then the Life Guards.) — Chaparral. 


The Joy of the Campus 

(A True Tale) 

It is 9:47 A. M, in Blanl^'s room, as nfell as in 
one or irvo others, and Blank himself is submerged in 
the morris chair and deep thought, a rare circumstance 
induced fcy the ludicrous attempt to read forty pages 
of History in thirteen minutes. From behind a Closed 
Door comes something betrr>een the snorting of a pig 
and the grunting of a steam engine, seeming to indicate 
that mthin is No Womans Land. Outside, it is rain¬ 
ing cats and dogs, with an occasional drop of water 
here and there. 

A gentle tap at the door, and enter a Familiar Fig¬ 
ure, formless, fat, and fifty. 

FF.: Good-moming, Mr. Blank. Nice day, 
isn’t it? 

Blank: Uh 1 

F.F (dusting the mantle-piece) : /-vre you study¬ 
ing, Mr. Blank? I hope I’m not bothering you. (Un¬ 
consciously spilling the ash-tray and contents into 
Blank's lap.) I always try to disturb the boys as 
little as possible when I’m working. 

A framed picture of Blank's girl falls crashing to 
the floor. 

F.F.: Oh, my! I’m dreadfully sorry. (Sweep¬ 
ing the broken glass under the carpet.) It’s all my 
fault. I’m afraid. (She is a little deaf, so does not 
hear Blank's **Of course not,** but picks up the picture 
and looks at it.) Pretty girl, isn’t she? Is she the 
one who signs herself—Oh 1 

She begins frantically to paw over the books and 
papers on the desk% establishing a new record for 
silence of twenty-two and two-fifths seconds, during 
which Blank reads five lines. ^ 

F.F.: You know, some boys are very peculiar 
about their desks. There’s Mr. Blink downstairs. 
Yesterday, I was fixing his up so nicely, putting the 
books in three piles with all the papers and odds and 


ends underneath, when he suddenly came rushing into 
the room and asked me what in Heaven’s name—I 
think he said Heaven’s—I thought I was doing. And 
—oh, gracious me. I’ve upset the ink! What a shame. 
And all over your History map, too. (Croon.) Well, 
it doesn’t look so bad after it’s been blotted. Has 
Steve been up yet with his vacuum (cleaner, not 
head). (Steve is another F.F., of opposite sex and 
color.) No? Well, he should have, but, poor boy, 
he works himself to death stoking the furnace and 
shining shoes. 

She now moves across the room and opens the 
Closed Door. 

F.F.: Oh, my goodness!! 

She slams it quickly, and turns her energies to the 
table, piled high with books, magazines, phonograph 
records, and other junk> 

F.F.: Oh, look at the nice candy! Three kinds— 
mmm, it looks awful good. 

Blank: Take one. 

F.F.: Thanks. I’ll try one of each. I spilled your 
tobacco in the waste-basket yesterday, but I was 
careful to pick it all— 

A terrific smash. Thirteen records bite the dusL 
Twelve are hopelessly mangled. 

Blank, having read eight lines, says something, 
rushes up, and looks vainly for his note-book, which 
F.F. has carefully hidden out of sight. Out of the 
comer of his eye, he sees the Corona on its way to 
the floor. Damage: $50.00. He dashes out, leaving 
his k^ys on the desk and taking the dictionary by mis¬ 
take, steps in Steve*s water-bucket, skids on the stairs, 
smashing his watch, and staggers out in the rain, cap¬ 
less, coatless, and cerebellumless. Up in his room, 
one of the F.F.*s is smoking his (Blank's) pipe; the 
other is reading something on fragrant pink paper. 

(Finis.) 


—Yale Record. 
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WAVES AND THE BEACH 
Waves and the Beach 

— Pelican. 


MY SOUTH SEA VOYAGE 
Or, 

HOW I PLAYED WITH DEATH 

The sun was just rising when we rose on May 1, 
1920, and scampered aboard the “Yellow Dog,“ our 
ocean-going yacht which my wife had given me for 
an Easter present. When the anchor was hauled up 
there were six of us leaning over the taff rail, chewing 
gum and bidding good-bye to our native land. Soon 
there were only five for the cook had gone to prepare 
our morning repast. 

Scarcely was breakfast over, in fact I was just 
finishing my third egg sandwich, when the dog-watch- 
man cried out in his shrill soprano: “Island Ahoy!“ 
With one accord we threw our egg sandwiches on the 
floor and filed out to view our first tropical isle. And 
what an isle it was! Trees and grass grew wild 
everywhere—the shore was literally covered with sand 
with here and there a rock with a wild cannibal sitting 
on it. All the birds were wild. It was really a wild 
scene. Suddenly several other cannibals came danc¬ 
ing out—then more and more till there must have been 
seventy-five or eighty-five of them lined up on the 
beach. Of course all this was dangerous. Some 
especially playful islander might at any time shoot a 
poisoned arrow at us or swim out and kill us all with 
his war club. Realizing this, my wife and daughter 
immediately fainted. I had told them before starting 
that they would probably be fainting all the time but 
they had said no and insisted on going, so no one can 
blame me for becoming irritated and throwing them 
both overboard. 

The remaining four of us now sailed up to the 
dock. Two of us got out, the cook and the barber 
being too seasick to venture forth. Smiling broadly 
and dangling several ropes of bright colored beads in 
front of us, we advanced toward the natives. One of 
them, their chief, it seemed, came to meet us. As 
soon as I saw him, I noticed that there was a strong 
resemblance between him and myself. He was mag¬ 
nificently built and just to see him walk, you could 
tell he was of the intellectual type but at the same 
time, ph)r8ically courageous. As soon as he came up 
to us he struck McDaniel, the man who came with 


me, a terrific blow on the ear which killed him in¬ 
stantly. This made me feel bad because he was such 
a good friend of my brother. At this juncture I 
offered the chief a Hershey Bar or as he told ma s^ft- 
erwards, he would probably have killed me. The 
chief talked pure Cannibalese and when he thanked 
me for the candy, it was a pleasure for me to listen. 
After he had introduced me to all the leading canibals, 
we went up to the Capitol, where the senate was in 
session. They had evidently copied our method of 
electing senators somewhat: Any male over 45, weigh¬ 
ing not l^s than 200 pounds is elected senator if he 
has enough wampum. The populace, the chief told 
me, had been disgusted with the Senate for some time, 
but today the senators had passed a bill w^ch had 
made the people very happy. We procured two 
copies of the bill to read. I could read faster than 
the chief so by the time he had perused the bill, i 
was safe on the yacht, out of breath to be sure—but 
safe. Here is a copy of the bill: 

May 1, 1920. 

Immigration Act No. 1234 

Art. 1. All people coming to our 
shores after the date of this bill shall 
be shot in the head until dead at sun¬ 
set on the day following their landing. 

Art. 2. This is no joke. 

I had the barber pull up the anchor and we had 
just pushed off when we heard the natives chanting 
their national shout and then suddenly through the 
underbrush they leaped—singing the fourth verse, I 
think it was, the words of which I don’t recall but the 
sense of it was that they were to have dinner at six. 
The last thing we saw as we skinned away was the 
disappointed group of crestfallen natives with their 
chief, standing on a rock, violently shaking his finger 
at us. 

I neglected to say that before I left I named the 
island after myself. I shall always remember diat 
isle because it is the first place in which I really played 
with death. 

— Malteaser, 


“How is the razor?” asked the barber. 

“I didn’t knpw I was being shaved,” said the 
customer. 

“That’s fine,” said the barber, much flattered. 
“I thought I was being sandpapered.” 

—Orange Oii>L 


Fruits of Experience 

Stude—‘‘Hey, I can’t take this suit this way. 
There aren’t any pockets in it!” 

Tailor—“I know, but I thought from the 
length of time you’we owed me for the last one 
that you never had anything to put in them.” 

— Widow. 
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“I've seen Alice walk home from many an auto ride.” 

“That's nothing! I’ve seen Peggy swim home from many a motor-boat ride!” 

—Dirge. 



* - vVi' 


Sea Air Vs. Mountain Dew 
Mother: 'T wish that the papers would quit 
writing about these mountain moonshiners.’' 
Daughter: “Why, mother?” 

Mother: “Because I want father to take us 
to the sea-shore this summer.” 


Death Where Is Etc. 

“Anybody hurt in the wreck?” 

“One man.” 

“Bones broken?” 

“I think it was his heart. I saw a lot of 
broken bottles near him.” 


— Durr, 


■Burr, 
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No Disarmament Here 

— Squib. 


Near Beer 

A book agent came to Milwaukee, 

He had traveled wide and far. 

Said he, ‘‘Can I sell you Shakespeare?^^ 
To the man behind the bar. 

But the barkeeper answered, “Neffer, 

For I know alrctty yet 
Dot our Schlitz beer and our Pabst beer 
Beats your Shakes beer, you can bet.” 

— Burr. 


First Frater: “Met a fraternity brother and 
gave him the grip.” 

Second Frater: “What did he do?” 

Third Frater: “Oh, he went with it to the 
hospital.” 

—Orange Orvl. 


Just Unfortunate 
One day I met a girl. 

She was a nice little girl; 

And I asked her 

If I could come to see her. 

She had an awful kind face. 

And she saidT could. 

So I did. 

And as she was an awful nice girl, 
I went to see her again. 

And would have gone again, too. 
If it wasn’t that the last time 


A girl has a fireman cheated when it comes 
to taking down hose. 


La Belle, France 

I Never saw so Nice a maid 
In all my Tours as Nancy, 

Albi my side Vendee she strayed. 

To Havre was my fancy. 

We Metz somehow—the usual way— 
Toulouse, perhaps the manner; 

But ’neath her Paris all that day 
My pleasure was to scan her. 

Her Lyon filled my Brest with pain. 

She led me to my Rouen, 

Then took French leave. I went in Seine 
Where lovers are not few in. 

— Widow. 


Benny: “Why did you let that young officer 
kiss you?” 

Jenny: “Well, it is against the law to resist 
an officer.” 

— Burr. 


Scientists who have just discovered how to 
get nitrates out of the air have nothing on the 
Western Union who have been getting night 
rates out of the people for years. 

''" — Burr. 


“May I kiss your forehead?” 

“Not unless you want a bang in the mouth.” 

— Flamingo. 


They Did Not 

I was walking down to the station the other 
day, and as I expected to be gone for a couple 
of days, I had a suitcase with a pair of paja¬ 
mas and a few of my text books in it, which 
I was going to look over while away. 

I never saw so many of my friends as I did 
that day, and many of them I had never seen 
before. Every other guy I met on the street 
sort of gave a quick once over to my bag and 
then loD,|^ed at me sort of nice-like and said 
“Good filorning,” as if I was a Ipn^-lost brother 
or as though he were greeting one of the pro¬ 
fessors around exam time. I always was a 
good-natured and agreeable person, so I spoke 
to every one of them. 

By the time I was approaching that Gothic 
structure where the trains pull out from Bethle¬ 
hem, I had fully ten birds following me, and 
as I slid past each alley I found thrice as many 
more keenly following my progress, but their 
eyes were not on me, but upon said satchel I 
was carrying. Now, do you know, Pve been 
wondering if those fellows really knew I had 
those text books in that bag. 


—Orange Owl. 


— Burr. 











































44 


COLLEGE HUMOR 


To Be or Not to Be 
rd rather be a Could Be, 

If I could not be an Are, 

For a Could Be is a Maybe 
With a chance of touching par. 
rd rather be a Has Been 
Than a Might Have Been by far. 

For a Might Have Been has never been. 
But a Has was once an Are. 

— Burr. 


Dumb: “When you laugh, you show your 
teeth.” 

Dumber: “Well, when you laugh, you show 
your ignorance.” 

— Burr. 


A Napoleonic Task 

A professor was one time lecturing upon 
the life of Napoleon. “This man,” he said, 
“had little advantage so far as wealth and 
social advantage were concerned; yet he pos¬ 
sessed an indomnitable will and an intern 
determination to utilize every opportunity 
which presented itself to him. With these 
modest circumstances in mind, what do you 
suppose was the first single thought—that 
which, at the very beginning of his career, 
he strove most earnestly to attain ?” 

From a student in the rear of the room 
came the instant reply: “Milk!” 

—Tht Orphan. 


“Concentration,” said the stude, in answer to 
the Profs question, “is sitting down at your 
desk with an open hook before you, placing an 
eyeshade on your brow and trying to think 
where you can get a date for tomorrow night.” 

—Orange On>l. 


Advertisement—“Why kill your wife? Let 
our washing machine do your dirty work.” 

— Lyre. 





OLD MAID'S SONG 

Be it ever so humble there is no form like your 
own. 

—Ifrown Dull. 


As the poets say: 

Some are bom great. 

Some achieve greatness; 

While some grate upon us. 

—Orange Orvl. 


Ho: “How did you find out where the girl 
lived?” 

Bo: “No trouble at all. I just stopped a man 
and asked him where Mape street was, and he 
said, ‘two blocks up and turn to the right, and 
I think that's it, the fourth house on the right 
that you want'.” 

— Burr. 


Edith: “That man you were just talking jto is 
a mind-reader.” 

Jane: “Impossible. Why, I was just d 5 dng 
for a sundae all the time I was with him.” 

— Burr. 


Taking His Last Dip 

It was the day before Commencement Day. 
I tried on my cap and gown and posed before 
the mirror. I felt like an intellectual giant. I 
lied awake that night thinking how I had long 
hoped and waited for the day of days which 
the morrow was to bring. I thought of the 
thrill I was going to get when the much-cov¬ 
eted diploma was handed to me. Finally the 
crucial moment arrived, and with sureness and 
precision, I raised my arm to take the parch¬ 
ment-Brr-r-r-ing-r-ing. Darn that clock. 

“Oh Charlie, will you run over to Packer Hall 
to see if I'm still in college.” 

— Burr. 


There was a young lady of Skye 
With a shape like a capital I, 

She said, “It's too bad. 

But then, I can pad.” 

Which shows you that figures can lie. 

— Puppet. 
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Here in Grinnell 

Mayor—Why are you parking? 

Callow Youth—There’s a miss in the car. 

— Malteaser. 


Young woman in music store: ‘*Havc you 
'Kissed Me in the MoonUght?’ 

Clerk: "Nope, I'm a new man here. Maybe 
it was the other fellow.” 

—Orange Owl, 


A Father’s Letter to His Son 
deer Hennery. 

My wife and the undersigned will stand fer 
no more foolishness from you. When you told 
us you studied physics, we laffed, when you 
told us you knocked Annie Litics for a loop 
we thought that she was one of them tainted 
wimmin that pursue college boys, them college 
widows, but when you rite with your own flesh 
and brood that you ate up an exam we must 
put our foot down together. I send you enouf 
money, to feed you enouf without eatin any old 
rags or wood. Dropin unpleasant tropics I mite 
say that Jake Trumpit is in trouble with his 
wife, jake got a fur cote catalogue frum Chi¬ 
cago and his wife says he wus going to buy 
the new millinery a fur cote. Jake says he wus 
goin to buy her one but she says men dont 
buy there wifves fur cotes no more. This 
just shows how observin wimmin are gettin. 
Your grandfather wont go to church no more 
bekause the new minister happened to utter 
that maximum, that the good die young. The 
new ministers father once did the above in a 
horse deal. Wile doin chores the other nite 
your grandfather furgot to limp when the big 
bull chased him. Ive put him on the full dooty 
list. If the pension bord had seen him run he 
would be minus his stedy income. A book 
agent was thru town last w’eak trien to start a 
shakespere club and yur mother is interested. 
We bot the ford 4 sefl healin non punchurin 
tires frum the same agent. He almost per¬ 
suaded me to git a dozen but your mother 
warned me to try 4 first. There wus a fire at 
the A and P last tuesday eve. we wus disap¬ 
pointed at first but as soon as the fire co. all 
got there and had opened enouf holes to git a 
good draft a xcellent fire wus enjoyed by all. 
Your mother says that Ned Nolkins has quit 
sittin around the grocery store so its time fer 
you to take off yur heavys. You say you are 
goin to study hard so you can make some 
society and ware a key. Dont squander no 
money on a key until you see if some my old 
ones will do. I also got an extra key ring 
your grandfather gave me for Xmas. 

Your afficksionate father 

Bordon Room. 

— Burr. 



The reason why giils wear short skirts 

—A tfgVfan. 


The Bank Account 
Philosophers inform us, we 
Should labor and should save, 

But still I, somehow, cannot make 
By bank account behave. 

i pet it and I fondle it 
And handle it with care. 

But when I go to look at it 
There are no shekels there. 

I often think of Russel Sage, * 
And how he got his start, 

But still, somehow, I cannot 
Understand it for my part. 

They say that Old Man Vanderbilt, 

He ran a ferry boat, 

And Edison is quite a man 
Of whom the poets note. 

And then they tell about Babe Ruth, 
Acknowledged King of Swat, 

But what chance would I have 
Out on the Polo lot? 

But still when all is said and done. 

Pm not bad off at that, 

I got a pair of them sport shoes 
And a nice collegiate hat. 

— Burr. 


"Why is a co-ed like a lemon ?” 

"The more you squeeze her the mushier she 
gets.” 


—Orange Owl, 
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He: You sure can dance. 

She: Oh yes. I love to. 

He: Then well love. 

— Sinfoshcr, 


They Went 

He: “Darling, Tve made up my mind to stay 
at home.“ 

She: “Too late—Tve made up my face to 
go out.'" 

— Burr, 


1 rose, and gave to her my seat; 

I could not let her stand— 

She made me think of mother, with 
That strap held in her hand. 

—Orange Owl. 


All Our Diplomats Aren’t at the Conference 

“Papa.” 

“Yes, Willie.” 

“I want a bicycle like Johnny’s.” 

Silence. 

“Papa.” 

“What?” 

“I was home last night when you came in 
and when nursie told you mother was out 
and I saw— 

“Er—Willie—how much do bicycles cost 
now?” 

— Puppet, 


Last summer, while we were touring the 
White Mountains, we came upon a trail that 
seemed to lead up to one of the highest peaks. 
Being led, partly by curiosity, we followed the 
many beautiful, richly clothed women who 
w’ere scrambling up the narrow path, falling 
over rocks and turning their slender ankles at 
times. We noted the absence of men and 
guessed it was some fortune teller hid away up 
here who was attracting the w^eaker sex. So 
we asked a whiskered native w’hat it was all 
about. 

“Jim Hawks lives up there—he’s the fellow 
w ho said he could get along without love.” 

— Malteaser. 


Just: Oh I hate you. Every time I say any¬ 
thing you stand there and contradict me! 
Married: Why, I do not! 

— Malteaser. 


Speakin’ of funny combinations, George 
Osbourne had an engagement ring for his 
fiancee inscribed with his own initials and 
hers. His fiancee’s name was Harriet Lowe. 

G. O. to H. L. 

— Burr. 


The Circus in Your Home 

Six-year Old: “Ma, ma, take me to the cir¬ 
cus, ma, willya?” 

Irate Parent: “I should say not! You’ve got 
])lcnty of circus around here. Your pa’s a cross 
old bear, and your sister is painted and dressed 
up like a cross between a zebra and a canni¬ 
bal. Then there’s your brother, the clown, and 
little sister w^ho plays with worms and thinks 
she’s the snake-charmer. Between the bunch 
of you. I’m beginning to resemble the wild 
lady. By rights you should pay me for let- 
ting you stay around here. 

—Sun Dodger. 


. One Way 

“You say the roomer li^s the key,” asked the 
University representative as he tried to open 
the door. 

“Yes,” answered the landlady. 

“Then how can I tell whether there are bed¬ 
bugs here or not?” 

“Search me.” 

— Cargo}fle. 


Polar: “They just arrested a girl for walk- New Quarters 

ing the streets in a one-piece bathing suit.” 1 : “Where did you sleep last night? I heard 

Bear: “What did they do to her?” there w^asn’t a room to be had in town.” 

Polar: “Nothing, the judge is holding her 2: “Easy. I went to a public lecture on 
for further examination.” quadratic equations.” 

— Scalper. 


— Burr. 
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News Item—“Suckers Are Now Biting/' 
We wonder why they put in the “now"? 

—Lyre. 


The Great Piety Hill Bubble 

The other day we receives a big surprise 
when we gets in the male an episode from the 
gang wich was trying to wreck the Jim Na- 
scum place in getting ready for the Big Time. 
On the inside was another blow in the shape 
of a criminelly painted ticket stateing out & 
out to the affect that wc and another might 
gain admittence to the Doings. Of corse we 
had sent the gold to the blackmalers for the 
ringside seat but we never hoped to hear from 
it exept thru the column marked—previously 
acknowledged. Hents the astonishment. With 
difficulty we hid the secret from our regular 
(we was going to say regulars, but it didn't 
sound any better) as she never takes no pleas¬ 
ure in those kind of things, anyway and when 
we got the chance we called up a certain little 
party that did. Well when the time come we 
got into our soup & fish alright exept we 
dident have no suspenders but we generally 
wear a belt so put one on but they wasnt no 
loops for it to go thru so we tightened it up 
as far as it would go & finelv got started with¬ 
out haveing a seen as the regular was playing 
cribbage with Molla, the skijumper who some¬ 
times leaves something in the ice box for us. 
When we got to the partys house we was 
dragging to the Hop she wasnt quite ready 
she hollered down at us so we said alright and 
set down & rested for only about an hour be¬ 
fore she hollered down again & said shed only 
be five (5) minutes more, but it really took a 
half hour more, so when we come out on the 
porch & she dident see no taxi she wanted to 
know was we going to walk. We says no, its 
only 8 blocks but it aint early so we'll take a 
car. So she didnt say nothing more & kept re¬ 
peating it all the way, tho we tried hard enouf 
to get her to talk. When we got off the car 
we walked a crost the campas & the whole 
college was full of cars and taxes wich dident 
help out any with cutie & she ask us why we 
kept hiching our trousers up so we kind of 
laughed & said that the mony in them weighed 
them down, wich dident appeer to please her 
none. Well we dident get along no better the 
restt of the time so when it come 12 we sneaks 
down to the telephone & orders a taxi. 

Well, if you could of seen us roll back home 
anybody wodd of thoght we was never mad 
at each other in our life. Finely we got to her 
house &: had the driver wait while we said 
good night inside after wich we comes out & 
asks him “how much." “$5.25," he replys. 
“Well," we says, “t was worth it." 

—Orange Peel. 


It So Happens 

Little Girl (at the show): “Mamma, when 
are the Indians coming on?" 

Mother: “Hush, there are no Indians." 

L. G.: “Then who scalped all them men in 
the front seats?" 

— Burr. 


John and Mary were on their way home 
from a “movie" and were discussing the show 
in anything but a complimentary manner. 

“You know," said Mary, “I could have 
done better than that heroine myself." 

“Yes, she was rotten," Johnny agreed. 

—Lpre. 



New Polish maid answers the phone. 

Voice from the other end of the wire: “Hello.” 
“Hello.” 

“Who is it?” 

“How can I know when I can’t see you?” 

— Octopus. 






Getting by on Her Line 


—Sun Dodger, 


Coals to Newcastle 

New York Physician (to patient with a ner¬ 
vous breakdown): What you need is a good 
sail. Why not go to New Orleans? 

Patient (low in pocket-book as well as 
health): Yes, one good sale would put me on 
my feet. But why New Orleans? I travel for 
a sealskin coat firm. 


Boy-Page, Mr. Gilette 
Nervous Frosh (in English, stroking his 
chin): “This is the forest primeval.” 

— Burr. 


Lemme feel your pulse. 

I don’t have any, the doctor took it yes¬ 
terday. 


— Malteaser. 


—Puppet 
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Business is Picking Up 

—Yale Record, 


“Phwat do yez think of Prohibition, Mrs. 
Mulvaney ?” 

‘‘Sure, Mrs. Ragan, and it takes the “p"' out 
of spouse!'* 

—Yale Record. 


At the Game 

He—“Do you mind if I look at something 
that appeals to me?’’ 

She—(Tucking away a stray curl and smil¬ 
ing complacently) “Why no.'' 

— Puppet. 


In our opinion, pants are more friendly to 
mankind than shoes. It’s an awful job to 
keep shoes shining, but a faithful old pair of 
pants shines more and more each day with¬ 
out any attention. Blessings on the bifur¬ 
cated garment! 

— Dirge. 


What About the Man-Age? 

Prof.: Whither are we rolling; first it was 
the Stone Age, then the Bronze Age, Iron 
Age, Steam Age, and now . . . ? 

Co-ed (absent-mindedly): Marriage! 

— Beanpot. 


Student—I would like permission to go rid¬ 
ing with my brother this afternoon. 

Warden (quickly)—How long have you 
known him? 

Student—About two weeks. 

— Medley. 


As Told by Mickey the Caddy 

Say, Tve carried de clubs 
For some awful' queer dubs. 

But de queerest I ever did see 
Was de guy wid de grin 
Who went dead to de pin 
On his drive off de short sixteenth tee. 

You could easy have seen 
That de poor boob was green 
At de start, when he teed up an' said, 

“Keep yer eye on de pin— 

Watch dis baby drop in."— 

An' den swung, rolled a foot, an' stopped dead. 

We had started at two 
An' was now nearly t'ru— 

It must 'a' been quarter-pas' five— 

An' de trick sixteenth green 
Could easy be seen 

Up from where he was waitin' to drive. 

Now, it says on de cards 
Dat de number o' yards 
Is a hundred an' twenty-eight. 

An' I knew par was t'ree 
So I figures dat he 

Would need nine—dat's his average rate. 

Wid his usual gall 
He steps up to de ball 
An' his face wears its usual grin. 

Den he hits it a crack 
In de small o' de back 
An' it spreads its white wings for a spin. 

An' as straight as a die 
She soars up on de fly. 

Strikes de fairway, an' starts in to roll. 

Well, she bounces an' hops. 

But she never once stops 
Till she sinks for a one in de hole. 

Now, I've carried de clubs 
For some awful' queer dubs. 

But de queerest I ever see 
Was dis guy wid de grin 
Who went dead to de pin 
On his drive off de short sixteenth tee. 

—Yale Record. 


If So This Is, Why Not? 

I never go with college girls, 

I never make a date. 

I'm never fussing on the quad 
Or saying, “Ain't love great?" 

I never take one to a dance, 

The reason's plain to see, 

I never go with girls, because 
The girls won't go with me. 

— Dirge. 
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THE PALM BEACH GIRL 
(With Apologies to Bob Schmertz) 

I 

Said the Palm Beach Girl to the southern 
Judge, 

“Colonel, Tell me a tale. 

Tell me a tale of the hard dirt track 
And a horse with a bushy tail.” 

II 

Said the white haired Judge as he fingered 
his beard 

“I’ll tell, though with some remorse, 

Of my Lemme B; what a girl was she! 

A lady? 

No, a horse. 

III 

She stood just thirty-two hands high 
And her lines were trim, of course. 

With her soft brown eyes; what a lovely 
prize! 

The lady? 

No, the horse. 

IV 

I sent her down to New Orleans 

(Here the old Judge spoke with force) 

In a private car via P. R. R. 

The lady? 

No, the horse. 

V 

I had trained that colt with the greatest care 
In my own private course. 

She could step a mile in splendid style. 

The lady? 

No, the horse. 

IV 

I had booked her to run the following day; 

But a vampire dame named Grady, 

Went and skipped from town with my jockey, 
Brown. 

Hell no! the lady. 

The horse? 

— Puppet. 


The enraged proprietor of the Gem Cafe 
rushed into the office shortly after the paper 
was out. His complaint was that his ad. was 
signed, “The Germ Cafe.” 

— Malteaser. 


Drink a Pint of Bethlehem’s Best and Say 
This: 

A flea and a fly in a flue, 

Were imprisoned, now what could they do?” 
Said the fly, “Let us flee.” 

“Let us fly,” said the flea. 

So they flew through a flaw in the flue. 

— Burr. 


“Your cook is Swedish, isn’t she ?” 

“Yes, but she speaks in broken China.” 

— Puppet. 


Question: What is a diplomat?? 

Ans.: A diplomat is a gentleman who can 
tell a lie in such a manner to another gentle¬ 
man, who is also a diplomat, that the second 
gentleman is compelled to pretend that he 
really believes the first gentleman, although 
he knows that the first gentleman is a liar, 
who knows that the second gentleman does 
not believe him. 

— Puppet. 


The other night I went to the movies and 
just as I was about to sit down I noticed that 
some kind soul had left her gum firmly fixed to 
the seat. Not wishing to get stuck on anything, 
I moved over one. At an exciting moment a 
young lady entered and started to sit in the 
gummy seat, but I, knowing that this would 
gum the works, shouted, “Don’t sit on that.” 
“Sir,” said she, “don’t get fresh. I’ve sat on 
that for 25 years.” 

I can’t be a hero nohow. 

— Burr. 



—Virginia Reel. 
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She: Lips that touch liquor shall never touch mine. 
They: Your lips? 

She: No, my liquor. 

— 3rox»n Jug. 


IF IT HAPPENED TO YOU 
Verse 1 

Johnny Malone was a bachelor boy 

And his boarding room number was seven. 

But one morning at three 

John came home on a spree 

And got mixed up with Room Number ’leven. 

He fumbled around with the lock for a while 

And sputtered and cussed and swore, 

When a voice sweet and clear 
Said “Come in. Hubby dear!” 

“And cut out making love to the door!” 

But Johnny got scared.—He was bashful, 
you see. 

And sneaked off without making a sound. 
For “seven come ’leven” wasn’t lucky for 
John, 

With Room Number Seven around! 
CHORUS: 

What would you do if it happened to you ? 
Tell me! Oh! Tell me! Honest and true. 
Would you act like John and sneak away 
Or else stick around when invited to stay. 

On a cold, cold night in a boarding house flat. 
So tell me! Oh! Tell me! Honest and true. 
What would you do if it happened to you ? 


Verse 2. 

Now Johnny Malone was a curious boy 
As he pondered in Room Number Seven 
Said he, “I’ll go in there! 

For I don’t take a dare! 

And find out about Room Number ’leven!” 
He dressed up to kill and swung open the 
door. 

Now what do you think he heard? 

A phonograph there 

Sang, “Come in! I don’t care!” 

“Don’t be scared and fly off like a bird!” 
Now Johnny turned red.—He was bashful, 
you know. 

And stood there just as dumb as could be. 
W'hile a bald-headed batch said, “It’s one on 
you, John!” 

“When you HEAR things you never can see!” 
CHORUS: 

What would you do if it happened to you ? 
Tell me! Oh! Tell me! Honest and true. 
W’ould you act like John and sneak away 
Or else stick around when invited to stay. 

It was Three A. M.—Remember that! 

On a cold, cold night in a boarding house flat. 
So tell me! Oh! Tell me! Honest and true. 
What would you do if it happened to you? 

— Medle\f. 


Senior—“Aren’t you Owen Jones?” 

Soph—“Hell, yes. I’m owing everybody 
here.” 

— Puppet. 


We have an opinion voiced by our leading 
authority on foreign relations. He avers that 
everything a woman does necessarily includes 
a man. For example:—A Finale Hopper will 
“Bob” her hair, “Arch” her eyebrows, and 
“Adam” fool will fall for her. This “John” will 
take her out in his “Henry” to get “Sam” eats. 
The “Bill” comes and takes “Al” his “Jack” 
and then the dis“Gus”ting thing is that she 
laughs and thinks it’s a “Joe”k. 

— Medley. 


Extract from a Flapper’s Letter to Her Chum 

-And he’s so clever. He discusses Freud 

by the hour. I don’t know what he is talking 
about half the time but I just yes him along. 
I’m afraid I’ll have to start reading this fellow 
Freud, so he’ll think I’m intelligent. Gee, he 
knows so much. 


Rastus (at one of them there dances): 
“Mandy, am yoah programme full?” 

Mandy: “Lawdy, no, Mr. Cubes; It takes 
mo’ dan two sandwiches an’ a cup ob tea foh 
dat.” 


— Durr. 
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irs ALL IN THE WAY YOU LOOK 
(Apologies to R. W. Service and 
everybody else) 

Before 

The same old sprint in the morning, boys, 

To the same old Prof and class; 

Chained all day to the same old book; 

In love with a pretty lass; 

Writing the same mean old notes. 

Trying to get a date— 

Oh, tickled stiff will I be to know 
That I am to graduate. 

After 

The same old rush in the morning, boys, 

To the same old boss and job. 

Chained all day to the same old desk 
In with the office mob. 

Writing the same mean old checks, 

The rich to emulate— 

Oh, why did I ever, ever wish 
That I would graduate! 

— Flamingo, 


Soft 

The girl I love's named Anna, 

She jollies me all the time; 

She let me know she loved me, 

And kissed me—'twas a crime. 

I went away to college, 

I'm now a chemist wise; 

And now it's very easy 
To tell when Anna-lyze. 

— Burr. 



Pekinese 

—Brovn Jug. 


Easily Explained 

Fair One: “You remember that you told me 
that you hunted tigers in West Africa. Well, I 
read that there are no tigers there.” 

Notzo Fair: “Quite right, quite right, I 
killed them all.” 

— Burr. 


A certain Math Prof (explaining problems) : 
“Now watch the board while I run through it 
once more.” 

— Burr. 


Pheelix, the Phusser 

Pheelix was a phearphul phusser— 

Pheared the phire oph no girl’s eye; 
Phound that Phlorence was the phairest— 
Vowed to win her or to die. 

Pheelix phairly phell phor Phlorence— 
Pheared to leave her out oph sight; 

When she saw another phellow 
Pheelix nearly died oph phright. 

Pheelix wooed this phairest maiden; 

Thought that he was quite “Ka-tish”; 
Wanted Phlorence to accept him 
Though she thought he was a phish. 

So he told the phair one sophtly 
That phor her his heart did beat; 
Phlorence phlew and called the phootman— 
Pheelix landed in the street. 

Phor ten days he phelt quite phrightphul; 

With a brick his head he’d rock; 

So to end the phearphul sorrow 
Pheelix wandered oph the dock. 

MORAL 

Iph you phind you phall phor phemales; 

Phlee bephore you phall too phar; 

Never try to phuss a phemale,— 

Phor you know what phemales are. 

— Puppet. 


In June 

Little beams of moonshine. 

Little hugs and kisses 
Make a little maiden 
Change her name to Mrs. 

— Burr. 


(A messenger boy with a telegram for Mr. 
Smith rings at two in the morning) 
“Does Mr. Smith live here?” 

Feminine voice (wearily); “Yes, bring him 
in. 

— Burr. 
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“All By Myself” 


The Fire of Youth 


“Sweetheart”— 

“When it’s Midnight in Kalu-lu Land,” 
“Do you ever think of me?” “Sweet Lady,” 
“You’re a Rose in the Devil’s Garden” and 
“If You Could Care for Me,” “My Wild Irish 
Rose,” I’d “Weep No More” and then “Some 
Day” it would be “Everybody Step” to our 
“Jazz Wedding.” But I’ve got “Wabash 
Blues” because “I ain’t Nobody’s Darling” 
and “I’d give the World to know” “Why 
Dear.” “Teach me” “In a Boat for Two” 
“Caresses” that will drive away “The Blues” 
my “Naughty Sweetie Gives to Me.” “I ain’t 
Nobody Sluch” but you can call me “Mon 
Homme” if you “Wanna.” “I want a picture 
of You” in your sweet “Little Alice Blue 
Gown.” 

Though it’s time for parting just “Leave 
Me with a Smile” and “Remember” “You’re 
not Forgotten” and “Who Believed in You.” 
“One Kiss” and “Good bye Dear.” 

“Dapper Dan.” 

— Medle}f. 


The tramp; “Yes’m. One I had money to 
burn. An’ that wuz the trouble, mum—I burnt 
it. 

The lady; You burnt it? How? 

The tramp; With an old flame of mine, mum! 

— Dirge. 


She was a sweet and simple Freshman. 
When Bill became engaged to her, he said she 
was sweet; after it was all over, he called her 
simple. 

— Malleaser. 


“Mother, may I go out to-night?” 

“No, my darling Jill,— 

Father and I go out to-night; 

You’ll have to tend the still.” 

— Burr. 


“This is quite the Cow’s Hip,” he remarked 
as he bit into the steak. 


— Dirge. 
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Why Railroads Strike 

Did it ever occur to you to pity the poor 
train conductor? The other day I sat in the 
end seat of a chair-car on the way from New 
York, and happened to be watching as the 
unlucky individual in uniform entered by the 
far door. The first man he approached pro¬ 
duced one of those little wallets with an isin¬ 
glass window on one side which hold passes 
and the like, but the pass on this occasion was 
evidently issued for another road, or had ex¬ 
pired long since, because the conductor re¬ 
fused to accept it, and an argument took place 
which threatened at any moment to become a 
fight. There were fully ten minutes of violent 
language and jesticulation before the passen¬ 
ger finally agreed to pay his fare, an(^ the offi¬ 
cial who received it looked already a bit jaded 
when he tackled his second customer, pompous 
and rotund lady in the next seat up the aisle. 

The excitement being presumably over, I 
had again turned to my paper, and so missed 
the first part of the ensuing interview. I was 
recalled from my reading by a shrill voice 
which announced to the world at large, . . . 
“but I tell you, I have no ticket!“ 

“But, madam, you admit having had one 
when you entered the train. Surely— 

“I gave it to the man who came through 
while we were in the station. lie gave me no 
receipt. I thought that was all that was nec¬ 
essary. I have no ticket, and I have no re¬ 
ceipt. What are you going to do about it?“ 
The lady was nearly in tears, and fumbled 
frantically in her handbag for a handkerchief. 

“Tm sure I don’t know,” sighed the conduc¬ 
tor. Then, “ . . . Why! There’s your ticket 
in your handbag!” 

The lady gave a final sob, and stared in sur¬ 
prise. “Oh, of course it is. How stupid of me! 
it’s been there all the time ... it was my last 
trip that I gave it to the other conductor in 
the station.” 

The conducor took her ticket, and prog¬ 
ressed sadly down the car length, while I 
watched his multiplying ordeals. The man in 
front of me had been engrossed in a book dur¬ 
ing the entire journey, and at his tap on the 
shoulder, started suddenly, then reached for 
his ticket in a preoccupied manner. It was 
not in the pocket he expected. He set down 
his volume, and put the fingers of both hands 
in vest pockets. . . No ticket. He leaned for¬ 
ward, and searched his trousers: he stood up, 
and went through his entire suit. No ticket. 
His face became frightened, that of the con¬ 
ductor, bored. He started through his pockets 
again, and became twisted into so many fran¬ 
tic contortions that I thought he might never 
be put to rights again. I winked sympatheti¬ 


cally at the waiting official, and he smiled slow¬ 
ly in return. Suddenly the man’s eye fell upon 
his hat in the seat beside him. The ticket was 
in the band. The conductor grinned, and 
turned to me. 

“You Qcrtainly lead a hard life,” I said cheer¬ 
ily. “It’s too bad more people haven’t a little 
human intelligence.” I reached into my right- 
hand upper vest pocket, where I for one was 
sure to find the little cardboard which other 
folks found so elusive. Then my face blanched. 
“Jumping catfish!” I gasped. . . . 

“That’s all right,” said the conductor wear¬ 
ily. “Take your time, and don’t get excited. 
You’ve got it on you somewhere.” 

Yale Record, 


Grace: “I just received a card from the com¬ 
mandant and he says I can not take Infantry 
and I wanted so much to have a course in child 
care.” 

—Orange Orvl. 


They stood in the dark hallway, invisible, 
but not unheard. To mother’s listening ear 
came in low, sweetly broken tones. 

“Oh, Charles, I never before realized the 
power of the press.” 

'Phis proof of their interest in journalism sent 
her reassured to bed. 

— Dirge. 


Naughty! Naughty! 

The sofa sagged in the center 
The shades were pulled just so, 

The family had retired, 

The parlor light burned low. 

There came a sound from the sofa 
As the clock was striking two. 

And the co-ed slammed her text-book 
With a thankful—“Well, I’m through!” 

— Beanpot. 



A Knight in the Spring 


—IViJom. 
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The first pin a fraternity man ever wore 

—A »gipan. 


A Girl 
A neat little ankle 

And slim, pointed toes; 

A soft little waist 
And transparent hose, 

With skirts to her knees 
And a tiny snub nose! 

Her ears they are hidden 
As 'neath a bird’s wings. 

Her chin is uplifted. 

Her glance to yours clings. 

Her dimples are darling 
Adorable things! 

A tangle of hair. 

Soft brown is its hue, 

Her eyes—oh, beware! 

Are they laughing at you? 

Her lips they are parted, 

Just ripe for a kiss. 

So young and so tender! 

Such a wise little miss! 

—Yale Record. 


Customer: But you advertised this suit for 
$30—‘‘Fire Sale Price.” 

Shutzbank: Ach. The paper must have made 
a mistake. The fire izzn’t until next week! 

— Malteaser. 


PURE AND SIMPLE 
Belle (after riding two hours): Dm’t you 
ever stop and look at your engine? 

Hoppe: Never; you’d be surprised what 
wonderful engines these Cadillacs do have. 

—Beanpot 


Quite So 

Visitor: “Say, sonny, how can I get to 
Packer Hall from here?” 

Frosh: “Do you have a car?” 

Visitor: “No, I don’t.” 

Frosh: “Well, I guess you’ll have to walk.” 

— Burr. 


She: Oh, I’m so worried. My fiance received 
an anonymous letter this morning, telling him 
of something I did before we were engaged. 

He: Well, why don’t you confess? It’s the 
only thing to do. 

She: I know it, but he won’t let me read the 
letter, and I don’t know what to confess! 

—Dirge. 


‘‘Why is marriage like a mousetrap?” 
‘‘Why?” 

“Those in want to get out, those out want to 
get in.” 

—Orange Owl. 


* Food for Thought 

The hill was quite a steep one. 

And as they neared the top— 

The engine chugged and hissed and coughed. 
And then the dam thing stopped. 


‘‘That’s just like you,” poor wife sighed. 

In anger and despair, 

“You should have looked before we left. 

To see if they were there.” 

— Burr. 


The Prodigal Son Again 

Cast—A Freshman. 

His friend. 

Scene—Paternal homestead of Freshman. 

Time—Two A. M. Vacation time. 

Pair sneak up on house, still clad in their 
glad rags. Muffled conversation: ‘‘Musn’t ring 
the bell or let father hear us.” Offspring of the 
house looks under mat for key—no luck. Tries 
every window on the ground floor. Tries cellar 
windows. Tries coal shute—all locked. At¬ 
tempts to scale trellis. Ignominious fall. Man¬ 
ages to elevate himself by rain leader. Assem¬ 
bled populace in street greatly amused. Ef¬ 
fects entrance by upper window. (Scene 
changes to interior). Offspring quietly tiptoes 
downstairs to let in his friend. Sees paper on 
floor near door. Reads: “Please lock the door 
when you come in.—Father.” Collapses across 
the threshold. 

The End. 

—Yale Record. 

Math Instructor (scratching his head)—“Is 
this plain?” 

Second Row—“No, it’s solid.” 


‘‘Oh, John,” she cried, “what can it be. 
What causes all the hissinjgs?” 

And John replied with much disgust, 
“Two cylinders are missing.” 


— Flamingo. 
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Poll: “Why do you drive with your top up all the time?” 

Moll: “Because it covers a multitude of sins.” — Sadper, 


Extract from Male Flapper’s Letter to His 

Chum 

-And she’s so intelligent. She knows 

Freud inside out. She doesn’t say much about 
him, but I can tell from the way she looks at 
me when I talk about him that she understands. 
My God! I’ll have to start reading this guy 
Freud so I can talk about him as if I knew 
something. All I can say is what I hear from 
the fellows at the House, and that’s how they 
get what they know. Gee, I’m so dumb—I’ll 
have brush up so she’ll think I’m clever. 

—MedUv. 


He: “Going to have dinner anywhere to¬ 
night?” 

She (eagerly): “Why no, not that I know 
of.” 

He: “Gee, you’ll be awfully hungry by morn¬ 
ing!” 


This Needs Doctoring 
Stude (walking into chop house)—What can 
I get for quick consumption? 

Waiter—“There is a T. B. specialist just 
two doors south.” 

— Pelican. 


Norma: Mary’s father has lost his money, so 
she’ll have to wear her clothes longer, now.” 
Norman: I can’t see any change. 

Norma: That’s because you men always look 
at things from the wrong point of view. 

— Malteaser. 


Darktown Stuff 

Miss B—“If I give yo' another dance, Mistah 
Johnsing, it’s boun' 'ter attract attention.” 

Mr. J—“Wal, what yo' s'pose I hired dis 
dresssuit an’ eye-glass foah?” 


—Yale Record. 


— IVidonf. 























































58 


COLLEGE HUMOR 



He (very British): Quite a doggy party, what? 
She; I’ll say so—noting but tea-hounds and lap- 
dogs. 

— Banter. 


No greater love hath any man, 

Than that which makes him wait 
And greet with cheery smile his wife, 
Although she’s four hours late. 

— Medley. 


Hester’s Sister Speaks 

You all know my sister Hester? I’m 
younger than she is—^just beginning to go 
out. I’ve got Hester’s bad luck. One of those 
“evening spenders” has annexed himself onto 
me. He’s an awful mistake. His name is 
Rodney—and he’s all his name implies. He’s 
an awfully thoughtful boy—with his mother, 
so he tells me. Says he never forgets her on 
her birthday or Easter or Christmas. I 
didn’t meet him until February and my birth¬ 
day doesn’t come until September. Hmm. 
He has taken me to only one dance since he 
met me, and while Hester’s beau doesn’t run 
into debt, because of his extravagances on 
her, he takes her out quite often, and once in 
a “blue moon” sends her candy. Well, the 
other night, Roddie was talking about him— 
(Hester’s man)—being stingy and I said in a 
sarcastic tone, “Anyway, he must be a for¬ 
eigner because he comes across once in a 
while.” That’s a terrible joke, but what do 
you suppose my hero said? He pipes up: 
“Oh, no. He was born in this country and so 
were all his people.” 

How do they get that way? 

— Beanpot. 


Three and One 

Between the dark and the daylight 
When milk wagons start in to clatter. 

Comes a pause in the knight’s occupation. 
And homeward his little feet patter. 

He hears in the chamber above him 
The stamping of fatherly feet. 

The sound of a door quickly opened 
And a voice that is not so sweet. 

“The hour, my child,” he is questioned, 

“One thirty,” he answers so meek, 

“You’re a liar!” retorts his pater, 

“That’s the end of your revels this week!” 

There’s a moral that goes with this story. 
And one that is easy to see. 

Next time if your father should ask you. 
Reply, not “one thirty,” but “Three.” 

— Medley. 

Hell may have no fury like a woman scorned— 
but Heaven has no celestial bliss like a woman who 
has fooled a man into believing he is fooling her. 

— Beanpot. 

One athlete to another: “What record would 
you most like to break? 

“The one the man in the next room plays 
about eleven o’clock every night.” 

— Dirge. 
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The Last Straw 

I am weary of everything. 

All my life IVe been cheated out of what 1 
deserve to get. 

And always I miss the good things by an 
inch. 

I was born the twenty-ninth of February. 

When there’s a holiday, Fm always sick, 

But on school days there’s nothing wrong 
with me, except in my head. 

I bought a lottery ticket—No. 56938. 

No. 56937 won the first prize. 

No. 56939 won the second prize. 

My house burned down as I was starting to 
the insurance office. 

I sold my Liberty Bonds the day before they 
rose ten points. 

All this year I got up before sunrise to make 
chapel. 

And at last I thought my jinx was dead. 

Because next year I would be a SOPHO¬ 
MORE and could sleep late. 

But no; they’ve cheated me again. 

And next year we’ll all have to rise in the 
dark 

Just as if we were Freshmen. 


O Efficiency, what crimes are committed in 
thy name! 

—Yale Record. 


Down by the Old Mill Stream 
We wandered by the old mill stream 
And I held her hand in mine. 

I told her that I loved her dearly. 

That I thought she was divine. 

I tried to kiss her lips so dainty 

Oh—it was an awful plight 

When she turned her head and whispered 

“No, not by a dam site.” 

— Froth. 


Early 

Mike—“What are youse doin’ out here on 
the brickpile so late, Pat ? 

Pat—“Well, you see, Mike, me wife tole me 
oi could go to thit party, providin’ oi git home 
early; so oim stayin’ out for the night, and 
oi’ll be hanged if oi ring thet door bell before 
six—” 

— Medley. 


The Baton looked around and said: 

“I’m a Musical ‘Club’ myself.” 

Then the Cornet said: “Well I’ll be blowed” 
From his place up on the shelf. 

The drum, stretched out upon the floor. 

Just asked: “Can you beat that?” 

But Mandy and Vio Lin. replied: 

“You’re stringing us, you Bat—.” 

—Pitt Panther. 


A Youthful Prodigy 

Mother—“Robert, I do wish you would stop 
going with that Jones boy. He strikes me as 
being a little bully.” 

The Kid—“Betcher life, ma, dat kid’s got de 
greatest line in de city.” 

—Froth. 


“Lou’ kout, lou’ kout, you’ll catch fire.” 
“Wassa matter you?” 

“Don go breathin ova here when I got this 
match lit.” 

— Puppet. 


There’s nothing like combining business with 
pleasure,” said the tailor’s daughter as she lov¬ 
ingly wrecked the crease in her lover’s trousers. 

—Froth. 


Stripe—Jones is having trouble with his 
wife again on account of the color of her 
lips.” 

Check—“Howsat ?” 

Stripe—“He says they’re too reddy for 
other men.” 



Handsome Lady: “If you don’t go right away I’ll 
call my husband. He’s a policeman, and he’ll take 
you.” 

Hobo: “Well, Lady, I believe you,—if he’d take 
you, he’d take anything.” 

—Voo Doo. 
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Shade No. 948: “And how did you come to 
pass out?" 

Shade No. 947: “Love." 

Shade No. 948: “Oh, do people still die of 
love up there?" 

Shade No. 947: “Indirectly. You see, it was 
this way. A man loved a woman so much that 
he married her. One day when they were bill¬ 
ing and cooing, I happened to be passing by 
the window. The blamed flat-iron missed him, 
but knocked me out." 

—DiVgc. 


I Ask You 

What would you think of a girl who told 
you that the only chance you had of kissing 
her was to catch her when she was not look¬ 
ing; and then have her sit there for the rest 
of the evening with her eyes closed. 

—Burr. 


Pride—How did you enjoy your trip home 
from Europe? 

Joy—Oh, I made most of it by rail. 

— Medley^. 


Prof, (very near sighted): “Hullo, Jones. 
You look like someone else." 

James: “I am. This isn't Jones." 

—Pitt Panther. 


“A Hair of the Dog That Bit You—" 

I simply can't write letters, and 
The folks get awful sore. 

So Easter time I promised them 
A note a week or more. 

But back at Yale the days flew fast, 

I had no time to write. 

So Saturday I simply wdred. 

Collect, “Am quite all right." 

Some few days later came a box 
Collect, just like my wire. 

Heavy! It cost me seven bucks 
To pay the charges dire! 

Within were ninety-seven bricks. 

Also this letter kind: 

“Dear son, we're sending you the load 
You lifted off our mind." 

—Yale Record. 



If morning came at night 
And trees grew upside down 
If wrong were always right 
And pink were clearly brown 
Then surely ink would be a drink 
And cheese would be a vegetable 
We'd stand and watch the kitchen sink 
Though it and we were stable. 

— Dirge. 


On Trying to Manipulate a Toothbrush, 

According to the Directions on the Box 
After carefully scrutinizing the directions for 
a long while, you prepare for the ordeal. You 
take the cap off the tube, put the brush in po¬ 
sition and squeeze. According to the picture 
on the box, the paste should come out and lie 
flat on the brush somewhat akin to a ribbon, 
but something evidently stops it and the stuff 
curls up and is deposited on the brush in a pe¬ 
culiar lump formation. Carefully you carry 
the mess to your mouth and as you prepare to 
begin, the paste rolls off your brush, over your 
arm and finally lands on your trousers. Ca- 
ramba! Etc.! You had just cleaned them yes¬ 
terday too. Another trial—this time the stuff 
flops inside your B. V. D.'s and as you extri¬ 
cate it you murmur three Carambas and seven 
etc.'s. Finally you are successful (to a certain 
extent) and begin rubbing the brush over your 
teeth. 

The upper teeth down 
And the lower teeth up. 

When you tackle the bottom 
Don't start at the top— 
you hum to yourself so as to keep the direc¬ 
tions firmly fixed in your mind. It is great fun. 
You almost tear out the sides of your mouth 
every time you miss a stroke, and raise innu¬ 
merable quarrels with your brethren when you 
spurt a mixture of tooth paste and saliva into 
their eyes. Finally you are through, and with 
jaws aching, gums throbbing, and cuss words 
(your own and others) flowing, you retire to 
your room, dash the implements of torture 
upon the table and vow—never again. But the 
next day the fun starts all over again. 

—Froth. 
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Heard Through a Crack in the Door 
Masculine voice—Please! 

M. V.—Ah, come on—be a sport. 

F. V.—Nope. 

M. V.—Aw, please. . . just this once? 

F. V.—Positively NO!! 

M. V.—Aw, gee. Mom, all the other fellows 
are gonna wear longies 'n I always have to look 
like a kid. 

— MedU}f, 


Now Do You See? 

Holding her close to him, he gazed into the 
unfathomable depths of her wonderful eyes. 
Acute anxiety was expressed in every line of 
her fair face. Ever and anon a sigh seemed to 
rend her being with its intensity, and she gazed 
into his face as though she would read his very 
soul. For many minutes thus they stood, 
neither speaking, each gazing—intently gazing 
—into the other’s eyes. 

"Yes,” said the oculist, "one eye is seriously 
affected, and, if not treated immediately, will 
develop a decided squint.” 

— Burr. 


Prof, (reading poem)—"Smith, what verse 
form is this?” 

Smith (as per usual)—"Z-z-z-z-z-z.” 

Prof.—"Must be a lullaby.” 

— Froth. 



Flossie: Isn’t it the limit the way all those boats 
stop here? 

Angie: Yes, the three-mile limit 



Irate Frosh: Say, how long’ve I gotta wait for 
a shave? 

Barber: About three years, sonny. 


There’s just one thing worse than not being 
able to take the girl you want to a dance, and 
that is to know she’s going with your best pal. 

—riti Panther. 


Have you got a little fairy 

Who’s a flapper in your house? 

She’s not afraid of Father, 

But she’ll faint to see a mouse! 

She powders and she bobs her hair— 
And even ROLLS HER HOSE!! 

And Father thinks it’s awful 

That she doesn’t wear more clothes. 

She’s a connoisseur of sundaes. 

And the newest naughty play— 

Father says he’d like to spank her 
But he knows it wouldn’t pay. 

She writes to all the movie stars 
To say, "the film was great!” 

And Father starts a row because « 
"That young cub stays so late.” 

But after Father says his say 
YOU must not dare imply 

That little flapper isn’t sweet.— 

Or Father’ll black your eye! 

For Father’s pretty strong for her, 
Tho’ he says he’d like to slap her— 

And he really likes her best because 
She’s just herself, a Flapper! 

— Bror»n Jug. 


"What part of the body is the fray, ’fcssor?” 
Fray? What are you talking about?” 
"This book says Ivanhoe was wounded in 
the fray.” 


— Scalper. 


—Pitt Panther. 
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Inspirations 

Do you think you’ll love me, Jimmie, 
When my hair has not been waved? 

It’s an awful disillusion, but— 

Jimmie, are you always shaved? 

If I wear a soiled kimona 
Until I’m really dressed? 

It’s a joke I know men laugh at-- 
Are your trousers always pressed? 

If I have a little color. 

And then put on plenty more? 

Oh, I know it’s dreadful Jimmie,— 
Tell me, do you ever snore? 

—Broivn Jug, 


Logic 

“Say, Bill, I’ve got an idea on how to make 
pants last.” 

“How?” 

“Make the coat first.” 

—The Orphan, 


Ebriated Editor: “There’sh no plot to 
thish story.” 

Spifflicated Author: “Sure there ish, the 
villian ends in a cemetery.” 

— Puppet, 


The Village Blacksmith Revised 

Under the spreading chestnut tree. 

The village smith may stand. 

And hammer with his sledge till he 
Has bunions on his hand. 

And revulets of perspirash 
Meander o’er his phiz. 

I envy not his occupash 
Nor hanker for his biz. 

Week in, week out, from mom till night. 
He sits beneath his tree. 

And divvers pass him in their flight. 
Sweet Land of Flivverty! 

And he is full of meaty might. 

And wigor, werve and wim, 
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“Mother Asked Too Much” 

A little fellow after his first day at school 
proudly announced to his mother that he could 
write, and to prove it he made some crawls 
on a sheet of paper. **But what does it mean, 
dear?” she asked. 

“How do I know?” he said, “I haven't 
learned to read it yet.” 

—Pitt Panther. 


Postage stamps and bullies are alike: TheyVe 
not of value until they are licked. 

— Scalper. 


The Perils of Imogene 

Imogene was an Amazon bold; 

Her hair was red and her teeth were gold; 

She weighed four hundred ten all told; 

As an athlete she was a whale. 

At throwing the hammer she couldn't be beat. 
She could heave the shot for eighty feet; 

She took first prize in every meet; 

And was a terror to every male. 

Now Percival was tall and thin— 

As big around as a small sized pin 
But he was a good man for the shape he was 
in; 

As a runner he had the stuff. 

Because he had no surplus fat. 

He could do the mile in four minutes flat; 

He could run along with a Stutz Bearcat, 

If it went fast enough. 

So he challenged Imogene to a race. 

And said he'd set her such a pace 
That she'd never dare to show her face 
At a track meet any more. 

And Imogene rose up in ire; 

Her red hair almost caught on fire; 

She called poor Percival a liar— 

Ye gods! but she was sore. 

They started at the crack of the gun. 

Each dug right in so hard to run 
That ere the race had scarce begun 
There was a terrible wreck. 

Imogene was running well 
Till o'er her feet she tripped and fell 
Down came this quarter ton of jell 
Right on poor Percy's neck. 

No sound from Percy's lips was heard, 

His legs were still, his arms unstirred. 

For he was there indeed interred. 

There was no doubt of that. 

And Imogene had won the race 
The judges handed her first place— 

One saw by the smile on her red face 
She left him in nothing flat. 

— Froth. 


City Visitor: “Country people are very un¬ 
conventional, eh what?” 

Rural Inhabitant: “I don’t git ye.” 

City Visitor: “I say you aren't bothered 
much with conventions.” 

Rural Inhabitant: “Wa-al no, but we do have 
a lodge meetin' onct' a month.” 

— Scalper. 


A Deep One 

Mrs. O'M.—“I say, Mrs. O'D. do yez know 
when they will be holdin' the Prom?” 

Mrs. O'D.—“And why do yez ask?” 

Mrs. O'M.—“Oh, I just wanted to know so 
1 could put out me tubs to catch some rain¬ 
water for me washin'.” 

— Froth. 


Census Taker: “Have you any brothers?” 
Little Boy: “One.” 

C. T.: “Does he live here?” 

L. B.: “Naw, he goes to college.” 

C. T.: “Any sisters?” 

L. B.: “One.” 

C. T.: “Does she work?” 

L. B.: “Naw, she don't do nothin' neither.” 

—Pitt Panther. 



Jeanne: ‘T drink either gin or whiskey, now.” 
Jean: “Well, I don't mind about the gin and whis¬ 
key, but I’d lay off ether, if I were you.” 

— Juggler. 
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Gertie: “Why, he only lifted me over the creek 
for funT 

Bertie: “Well, that’s carrying a joke too far.” 

—/ugg/er. 


The Motor Maid 

The other day, a motor maid 
Set back of me in class, 

And when her girl-friend joined her 
This maid “stepped on the gas.” 

“I have a Case on Franklin, 

He’s sought by all the Janes. 

I had him slipping some last night 
But he put on the chains. 

“Most every time that I “see-Dan” 

He has “chickens” in his “coupe” 

You bet I’d like to “run-a-bout” 

With such a “chummy” group. 

“You know young Stanley Steamer. 
Why Dad won’t let him enter. 

He says Stan’s head is gearless 
And his brain is on dead-center. 

“Well, now I’ll have to get some sleep 
If the Prof, looks, vamp him right 

I know I’ll be up late because 
You see it’s “Willies-knight.” 

—Pitt Panther. 


Ruth—What did Wilbur do when Agnes 
wouldn’t kiss him out on the lake last night? 
Florence—He paddled her back. 

Ruth—The rough thing! 

—Brown Jug. 


I w ent, a terrible thing happened. 

So it did. Her husband came home. 

Now how was I to know she had one of 
Those things. 

— Durr, 


What Is Slang? 

Flapper: “Keep this dark, will you?” 
Napper: “I’ll tell the world!” 

—Orange Owl 


He (at baseball game)—“Hooray! We’ve 
got a man on every base.” 

Fair Partner—“Oh, that’s nothing, so have 
they.” 

— Flamingo. 


Souvenir 
(With Apologies) 

This old-fashioned dress suit 
Spent four years in college; 

And o/i, what a l^nowledge 
Of parties it owns! 

I lent it to Harold 
To Bob and to Jimmie 
And once, when a Junior, 

/ wore it myself! 

The old-fashioned dress suit — 

The much-borrowed dress suit 
The moth-eaten dress suit 
That hangs in the press. 

— Froth. 


Daughter: “Mother we haven’t any milk in 
the house.” 

Mrs. Just-Moved-to-Town: “Terrible, ter¬ 
rible, I’ll call the crematory and tell them to 
send us a quart.” 

— Scalper. 



— Froth. 
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Tom Cat: Did you see that girl s (knees). 
Moll Tease: No, I was looking at her dress. 

—Pitt Panther. 


Mrs. Coen (in swimming and standing in 
water up to her neck): “My goodness, Izy, 
where’s the baby?” 

Mr. Coen: “He’s perfectly all right, I got 
him by the hand.” 

— Durr. 


Now: “How do you like my mustache?” 

And Then: “Well.. .between you and I...” 

—Orange Peel. 


Speaking of “Boners” 

The other night 
I was sitting 
In the parlor 
With my girl 
And 

Her small brother, 

When suddenly 
The lights went out! 

And at once 
I slipped 
The Kid 
A two-bit piece, 

And he left 
The room 
As I expected 
But 

The little nut 
Went 

Right down 
To the cellar 
And 

Dropped the coin 

In the 

Meter! 

1 THANK YOU. 

—Pitt Panther. 


Par-a-dice 

Arch—“1 see where they discovered Hanni¬ 
bal’s bones.” 

Eologist—“Did they pinch him for gam¬ 
bling?” 


“You may think I don’t love you, but you 
don’t know what is In my mind and heart.” 
“Oh, yes I do—I’ve studied physiology.” 

—Orange OrvL 


A Spiritual Adventure 

He ran madly from his room into the 
street. The light from the street lamps was 
unnoticeable because it was three in the aft¬ 
ernoon and they were testing them out. The 
water ran in torrents through the streets, 
but he did not put up his umbrella because 
they were trying out the fireplugs. As he 
breezed along, a coy damsel passed by. She 
dropped her handkerchief, but he did not 
stop to pick it up, for she dropped it into her 
pocketbook. His way led him through a con¬ 
gested quarter of the towi>. The honk-honk 
of an automobile arrested his attention, but 
he paid no heed to it whatsoever. It came at 
a terrible clip and finally ran over him. He 
calmly lit a cigarette as he watched it round 
the bend, for he had been standing under a 
bridge. 

Realizing his mission, he hastened down 
the street only to have his optics drawn to a 
ravishing beauty clad in filmy lingerie. He 
gazed at her rapturous contours until a rude 
man came from behind her and pinned on her 
delicate apparel a sign, “Only $4.98 to-day,” 
and he made his way down the street again 
determined to fulfil his mission. 

Arriving at a corner, to his horror, he 
found that he was being held up by a man in 
a blue coat, but he did not hand over his val¬ 
uables because traffic was soon relieved and 
he was at liberty to cross the street. In the 
middle of the next block he was startled out 
of his shoes by a loud report; he stopped 
short. A shell fell at his feet, but he con¬ 
tinued on his mission, for an auto tire had 
blown out and a man with a leaky basket of 
oysters was ahead of him. 

He knocked at the door of a stately man* 
sion. The door was opened to him. but never 
a word was spoken by the inmates, for it was 
a deaf and dumb asylum. “If it is only safe,” 
he cried as he rushed madly down the cellar 
stairs. 


— Froth. 


— Burr. 
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In a Telephone Booth—Patrick Henryized 

Hello! Hello! Hell—, pardon me, operator, 
but you shouldn’t have broken in on me like 
that; you frightened me. What? my number? 
Let’s see—Oh, yes. Liberty 1000. That’s right, 
thank you.—Hello! Who?, I want Liberty 
1000, not the County jail. Operator, give me 

that number again, you got it wrong.-Hello 

there, yes; do I want you ? well, who are you ? 
You are Mizpah 79?, no, you can’t fool me, 
you’re the operator trying to see if I’ve given 
up trying to get my number. I fooled you 
though, didn’t I, I’m going to fight it out on 
this line if it takes all summer. You say you’ll 
Grant me that? don’t get so clever, I want my 
number. Liberty 1000, not a line on the best 
jokes of the day. Oh, you’re not the operator, 
well, go hang yourself; up. Hello, operator, 
try to get me my number, I don’t want to die 
of old age in here. Good! Huh?, you say 
‘Number Please,’ aw, pull something new. You 
want the operator? you’ve got nothing on me, 
I want her too, for disturbing my peace of 
mind. You said it, Buddy; she certainly acts 
phoney. Luck to you. Thanks. O-P-E-R- 
A-T-O-R, for the sake of my children, who 
may never see me again, get me Liberty 1000. 
You will ring them?, good. Hello! Am I in¬ 
formation?, I am. I have been through many 
battles, but nothing that could touch this. 
Take my advice, go home and go to bed. We’ll 
shake on that. You said a mouth-piece full. 

-HELL-O! operator, let me die 

happily, get me that number, please. FOR 
GOD’S SAKE, GIVE ME LIBERTY OR 
GIVE ME DEATH. 

— Froth, 



She: *‘Do you always take the other girls for such 
long walks?” 

He: “No, it isn’t always necessary.” 

' 1 

—Virginia Reel. , 


I KNEW a bartender 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

IN MINNEAPOLIS 

* * Hi 

BEFORE VOLSTEAD got busy, 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

AND HE contends that 
* * * 

SWEDE LUMBERJACKS 

♦ 

WERE HIS most ignorant customers. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

HE TELLS this story 
* * * 

I AM TELLING YOU. 

♦ * ♦ 

ONCE WHEN his stock 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

WAS UNUSUALLY low 

A TWO-HEADED Swede 
♦ ♦ 

STRODE IN the door 
* * * 

AND ASKED for 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

SQUIRREL WHISKEY. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

OUR KNIGHT of the bar 

4c ♦ 4c 

SUAVELY REPLIED, 

4c 4c 4c 

“WE HAVE no 

4c 4c 4c 

SQUIRREL WHISKEY, 

4c 4c 4c 

BUT HERE’S some 

4c 4c 4c 

OLD CROW.” 

4c 4c 4c 

THE SWEDE started hastily 

4c 4s 4c 

FOR THE door, saying, 

4c 4c 4c 

“AY DON’T want to fly, 

4c 4c 4c 

AY YUST want to ' 

* ♦ ♦ 

YUMP AROUND a bit.” 

* * * 

I THANK YOU. 


— Bun. 


Rudolph Valdiphorous Marcus Van Deck 
Was a dumb-bell in school 
And at dances a-freak. 

Just the same with the ladies 
He sure was a streak 
And the reason they say that 
He looks like “The Shiek.” 


—Puppet 
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A Case for the Jury — Orange 0n>/. 


Summer Madness 
I met her one June afternoon; 

She was cute; she was neat; she was sweet: 
So our hearts were in tune very soon. 

In the moon’s silver light that same night 
I asked the sweet miss for a kiss: 

And she said, smiling slight, that I might. 

So I told her that she meant to me 
All that anyone can to a man; 

And ’twas sweethearts that we ought to be. 

But we tired very soon of that tune; 

And realized well that the spell 
Was made up of June and the moon. 

Ain’t it hell? 

— Froth. 


**1 sure do miss that cuspidor,” 

Said hubby dear one day, 

But wifey said, “You did before, 
That’s why it’s gone away.” 

—Pitt Panther. 


“Drink to me only with thine eyes,” said the 
movie queen as Ben Turpin slipped her a 
snifter. 

And then she wondered why he offered her 
a pretzel. 

— Cargoy^le. 


“Quite true,” remarked a smartly dressed 
young lady to a friend, 

“I never snore by any chance, do you ?” 

Upon hearing which her fiancee absently re¬ 
marked, 

“Don’t tell such stories, dear, you know you 
do.” 

Now wasn’t that a silly thing to say. 

Wasn’t that a silly thing to do? 

It not only sounded shady, but it quite upset 
the lady. 

For everybody wondered how he knew. 

Until he said, “Don’t scold me, dear. 

Your sister Fannie told me so.” 

But everybody wondered how he knew. 

— Burr. 


This, Horatio, We Must Print 
Lorna (after riding for three hours) : Don’t 
you ever stop to look at your engine? 

Doone: Oh, no. This is a Packard, you know. 

— Maltcaser. 


Much Worse 

Jasper: So you joined a secret society. Did 
they make you ride the goat? 

Gasper: No; the Chief Exalted made me ride 
for two hours in a flivver I sold him a year 
ago. 

— Malteaser. 
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Intimate photo of man, who for sentimental reasons, 
wouldn't dispose of his old car. 

— Mirror. 


Random Shots 

I shot an arrow into the air; 

It fell in the distance 
I knew not where, 

Until a neighbor said it killed his calf, 

And I had to pay him six and half. 

T bought some poison to slay some rats, 

And a neighbor swore it killed his cats; 

And rather than argue across the fence, 

I paid him four dollars and fifty cents. 

One night I set sailing a toy balloon. 

And hoped it would soar until it reached the 
moon; 

But the candle fell out on a farmer’s straw. 
And he said I must settle or go to law. 

And that is the way with the random shot; 

It never hits in the proper spot. 

And the joke you spring, that you think so 
smart. 

May leave a wound in some fellow’s heart. 

—Pilt Panther. 


“Gosh, I didn’t realize Jack was so tight be¬ 
fore.” 

“No?” 

“The other day he told me that he had lost 
some money thru investments and come to find 
out he’d tried a gum slot machine that didn’t 
work.” 


Teaing Up 

“May I come over to see you this afternoon ?*' 

“I’m terribly sorry, but I am going to a tea 
this afternoon.” 

The above is the reply our modern Romeo 
gets when he asks for a date any day in the 
week. They even get tead up on Sunday these 
days, when every thing else under the sun is 
barrd by the well-known blue laws. Whoever 
took it upon himself to invent this curse upon 
mankind anyhow? Every function has tea on 
the programme at some time or other. I sup¬ 
pose golf is such a popular summer sport that 
it simply must be kept in mind during the win¬ 
ter months also; hence the popularity of tea. 

Some people tea in the afternoon, others at 
just plain noon, some in the evening, and no 
doubt there are a few who must have tea every 
time they sit down. "1 he one consolation is 
that there are so many brands of tea that even 
the most ultra can be pleased. Just think— 
there are announcement teas, engagement teas, 
rehearsal teas, tea dances, tea fights, Ceylon 
teas, pink teas, Salada teas and last but not 
least, the .common tease. Many of our mod¬ 
ern flappers at their tri-daily teas use a little 
bridge to aid the bored tea-trotters in covering 
their yawns and gaps. 

Why, you can’t even malce love properly 
these days because the minute you get the 
line going somebody drags in a tea wagon and 
it isn’t nearly so romantic when she is on one 
side and you on the other, the dear go-cart re¬ 
posing peacefully between you. Even though 
you do become acclimated to this animal and 
start in once more, just as you get to the 
climax of the story she will invariably interrupt 
with, “Do you care for another cup?” or “One 
lump or two?” Then you are dangling in mid¬ 
air again with not a sail in sight. After two or 
three such attempts the best way out of the 
difficulty is the exit. 

Teas are very uncomfortable, annoying 
things too, if you are not posted upon all the 
rules. Just imagine how embarrassing it is to 
gargle Ceylon beside some deb who has done 
nothing but sip tea ever since she was able to 
pronounce the word. Yes, it is a precarious 
business, boys, and unless you arc a profes¬ 
sional hound and know to the fourth decimal 
place the precise elevation of the small finger 
of the left hand while drinking, how far the 
cup should be raised or lowered at each trip, 
how many times to dip the spoon per unit cup, 
and the remaining necessary information, stay 
away from the horrid things by all means. 
Verily—you may be a dub on a golf tee and get 
away with it but when it comes to being a daub 
at a society tea your reputation is ruined 
forevah! 


—Brown Jug. 


— Froth. 
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Again the Flapper 

Her Mother: 

Now you’ve ruined that nice head of hair. 
Your dress is entirely too short. 

If he’s still here at twelve, I’ll yell down. 

Let somebody else use the ’phone. 

Her Father: 

What does your friend do besides dance? 
You’ll help with the dishes, or not leave tlie 
house. 

Another $10? Do you think I’m made of 
money ? 

Guess I can trust my own daughter. 



ENGINE LAB 

*‘And the barometer,—how much is it, Abie?” 
”Oi, it’s a bargain, only 29.95!” 

—Voo Doo, 


’Her Small Brother: 

Don’t she ever stay in? 

Gimme a quarter, then, or I’ll tell! 

But Ma, I saw Sis smoking one. 

She looks like heck in knickers. 

Her Lover: 

Believe me, kid, that’s some outfit. 
Some times I think she’s a gold digger. 
She’d rather dance than eat. 

I’ll say she does! 

Elynor Glynn: 

She’s really not bad; just full of life. 
Too much paint ard powder. 

Be careful with your caresses. 



First Stude: “Call a mailman!” 

Second Stude: “Why?” 

First Stude: “To take the post off us.” 

—Purple Cow. 


Sob Stuff 

A young bride of two weeks sat in a de¬ 
jected heap on the back door step. Her eyes 
were swollen and dimmed with tears. The 
woman next door chanced to see her, and out 
of curiosity, came over to console the dis¬ 
tressed. 

“You poor child, what is the matter? Has 
he been beating you already?’' 

“N-no, it’s not that,” she sniffed, “Oh it’s 
awful—I’ll never—” 

“There, there dear, everybody quarrels 
once in awhile.” 

“Oh-h, Oh,” she wailed, “I can’t stand it a 
minute longer—I won’t—” 

“Don’t cry any more dearie, they’re all 
brutes—” 

“I just won’t! Never again as long as I 
live (sniff) will I pickle any more of those 
horrid onions!” 

—Sun Dodger. 


A young lady who hailed from Cologne 
Had a limousine all of her ogne; 

When she drove into sight 
The men cried with delight, 

And so she was never alogne. 

— Cargoy^le. 


Famous Jacks 

Black- 

- Frost 

Cracker- 

-Tar 

Auto- 

-Of all trades 

Stonewall -son 

-o’ Lantern. 

-and Jill. 

— Scalper. 


Which professor was it that just before he 
went to class the other morning, threw^ his 
wife out the back door and kissed the garbage. 

— Flamingo. 
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Salesman: “Short Vamp?” 

Co-ed: “No, but my sister is.” 

— IVampus, 


Fii*st Impressions and . . • • 

She caught my eye and I confest 
That she was just about the best: 

Demurely shy, with twinkling eyes; 

Not large; not small,—the proper size; 

Blond bobbed hair; lips ruby red; 

(Ah! many’s the man that’s been misled) 
Cheeks delicate pink; sweet winning ways— 
The kind that leave one in a daze; 

(Shapely ankles, dainty feet; 

(No doubt, her make-up was complete!) 

But since I took her for a swim. 

And saw that flabby, knock-kneed limb; 
Complexion gone, hair dripping wet, 

I sing a different tune, you bet! 

— Scalper, 


Marge—What do you do when you don’t 
wear an overcoat? 

Alec—Pad my other hip. 

—Brown Jug, 


Betty Sits Upon My Knee 

I have known a lot of girls, 

Only one I’ll guarantee. 

She does what the others won’t, 
Betty sits upon my knee. 

Betty warmly holds my hand. 
Raises laughing eyes to mine, 
Puts her arms around my neck, 
Gives me kisses most divine. 

All the girls that I have known, 
Betty means the most to me. 
And because she’s only four, 
Betty sits upon my knee. 


Sounds Billions 

Billy had a Billy Goat, He also had some 
Bills, the bills they got poor Billy’s goat and 
made him have the chills. Now Billy had a 
pal named Bill and he was very bright. Bill 
said, “Now Billy sell the Goat and pay the 
bills outright.” So Billy took this friend’s 
advice and sold the Billy goat, and now Bill’s 
bills are paid all right, but they have got his 
goat. 

—Sun Dodger, 


The Student’s Rebellion 
In seventeen ninety-eight, it seems, 
They kicked about the food. 

They didn’t like the price of beans. 

And swore they never would. 

Jo. Maxcy said a thing or two 
That wasn’t very nice. 

He even threatened to expel. 

Who wouldn't pay the price. 

But students, then as now, you know, 
Have always found a way 
And so to our J. Maxcy’s woe 
Stood up and had their say. 

They wouldn’t pay the prices. 

The Commons could go bust. 

If Jonathon kicked them out, you see. 
Why then it surely must. 

So John, he hemmed and hawed a bit, 
And fixed it up, you bet. 

A treaty seemed the case to fit 
And so the Parties met. 

The prices stayed about the same. 
One-fifty a week, I think. 

Each only signed his well-known name. 
Then went and had a drink. 

—Brown Jug. 


She: Johnnie, I hear your brother has the 
measles, when are you going to get them. 

Johnnie: When he’s through with them I 
suppose. 

—Pitt Panther, 


What’s That Got to Do With Sleep 
Lawyer to his client—And your ground for 
divorce is that your husband snores so loudly 
that you can get no rest? 

Client—That’s it, precisely. 

Lawyer—But won’t the publicity given 
your suit create quite a whisper among your 
set and so affect your social position? 

Client—True, but I can sleep while people 
whisper. 


— Froth. 


Gargoyle. 
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A Profitable Business 
Tall Handsome Bandit (holding up train); 
Now, ril take the money from the men and a 
kiss from every woman. 

Short Partner: Never mind about the kissing 
Jack get the dough. 

Old Maid in the rear: You mind your own 
business, the tall man's robbing this train! 

—Pin Panther. 


The Guilty Party 

“My God, woman, if you will only realize—" 

There was a click and I realized that some¬ 
one had cut me off. Who had thus interfered 
with my constitutional rights? I determined 
to find out if it took me a month. 

, Purely as a matter of form, I called back 
“central." 

“I cut you off?" cried the girl angrily. “I 
never cut off anybody in my life; it's against 
the rules of the company. See here, if you're 
goin' to get fresh—" 

^ Hurriedly, I hung up the receiver. The ele- 
vator boy downstairs was just as emphatic 
in his denial of guilt. 

Having established the innocence of these 
constitutionally innocent persons, I set to work 

earnest to solve the problem as to who had 
cut me off. I determined to go to headquar- 
i^.ters at once; I took a train for Washington 
and on reaching the seat of government, I 
proceeded to the White House and sent my 
card in to the President. Mr. Christian receiv¬ 
ed me and explained that a cabinet meeting 
precluded the President from seeing me per¬ 
sonally. I explained my mission. 

Mr. Christian looked grave. 

“I have no knowledge of the President's 
having cut you off," he replied, “but I will 
find out and let you know. Meanwhile, have 
you seen Mr. Rockefeller? If half what the 
papers say is true, he is quite capable of cut¬ 
ting you off." 

I thanked Mr. Christian and hurried back to 
New York to see Mr. Rockefeller. His son 
received me. 

“I can assure you my father did not cut you 
off," he said earnestly after listening to my 
story. “He wouldn't cut you off with a dollar. 
Have you seen Mr. Bryan?" 

I experienced difficulty in catching Mr. 
Bryan, as he was out practicing running for 
the Presidency. He proved as innocent of 
wrongdoing as the others. He sent me to see 
Senator Lodge; the latter, however, had cut 
off nothing but the League. For a week I 
kept going steadily, but without result. It 
wasn't till yesterday that I found that the 
party I had been talking to had shut dotvn the 
receiver on the othei* end. 

• — Jester. 


Azure-Eyes 
Poem by R. B. 

Decoration by M. H. 

You thought I loved you, Azure-Eyes, 
You fell hard for my line. 

But did you really think, my dear. 

That you alone were mine? 

I told you tales about the West, 

And prairie life out there. 

Of cattle-branding, and e'er long 
I think I made you care. 

And then I talked about the girls. 

The “parties" I'd enjoyed. 

When I was tired of branding steers. 
And broncho-busting cloyed. 

You thought I was “so strong," my dear. 
So different from the rest. 

And out of all the girls I knew 
I swore YOU were the best. 

But, Azure-Eyes, do you believe 
I always think of you? 

Do you believe I love you, dear? 

You're DOGGONE RIGHT, I do!! 

—Brown Jug. 


Frosh—What time is the alarm set for? 
Soph—Seven-fifteen. 

Frosh—Set it for seven, will you—but 
never mind, I’ll get up fifteen minutes before 
it goes off. 

— Gargoyle. 



The Latest in Shoes 

—Jack o* Lantern. 
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‘Twas Only a Maiden's Prayer 

She was young and fair, and she said: ‘‘My 
man must be big, broad, handsome, wise, and 
rich. He must dress like a clothing ad, and 
have patent-leather hair. He must be wise and 
experienced, and yet his love for me will be 
so great that he will face death gladly for me. 
This man and no other will I take for my own."' 

Four years later she cried fervently: “Oh, 
Lord, send me a man, small or large, rich or 
poor, but help me to grab off something!” 

—Sun Dodger. 


I was going to buy a four-bit handkerchief, 
but decided that was too much to blow in. 

—Pitt Panther. 


Crisis! 

Despite the maiden’s protests the villain slid 
his 7rm about her supple waist. She struggled 
and pleaded with him but with a cruel mock¬ 
ing laugh he drew her closer, crushed her 
straining form to him, bent back her head and 
eagerly sought her warm moist lips—Then the 
voice of the director broke in, “Alright, alright, 
we’ll try that once more and then we will 
take it.” 

—Pitt Panther. 


She Likes Me 

When I am nice and fresh and clean 
She likes me; 

Fm never sore or treat her mean— 

She likes me; 

She throws herself into my arms; 

I realize her fullest charms; 

I soothe her sorrow and alarms— 

She likes me. 

She lays her head upon my breast— 

She likes me; 

She comes to me when she wants rest— 
She likes me; 

Against me she reclines and sighs; 

The clasp of her sweet arms I prize; 

Fm a Morris chair and when she lies. 
She likes me; 

— Froth. 


The Ruling Passion 

“Giggs has a funny habit. When he's out in 
his car and sees a man standing on the curb 
he always steps on the gas and passes by him 
in a hurry.” 

“Nothing but force of habit, perhaps. Hr 
used to be a street car conductor.” 

• — Cargoy^le. 
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Scalper Proverbs 

1. You can lead a horse to the water, but 
you can’t make him drunk. 

2. A girl’s last kiss is much better than 
her first one. 

3. Since so much bootleg is sold in Amer¬ 
ica, it has become the land of the spree and 
the home of the grave. 

4. Realistic fiction is the interesting de¬ 
piction of uninteresting people and objects. 

5. Give a man enough rope and he will 
smoke himself to death. 

6. Love is the anaesthetic that makes the 
operation of marriage less painful. 

7. The average college graduate is men¬ 
tally virtuous; he understands neither poli¬ 
tics nor business. 

8. Friendship is only possible between the 
sexes when each knows all the other’s tricks 
in the game that some call love and others 
call deception. 

9. A university is a place where artists, 
dreamers, writers, and thinkers are turned 
out, because they can not realize the value of 
class-room curriculum. 

— Scalper. 


“What is the meaning of the word “Necking’’? 
“ ‘Necking,’is the system of collaring a woman.’’ 

— Froth. 


“What kept you out of school yesterday, 
acute indigestion?” 

“No, acute engineer.” 

— Puppet. 



SNAPPY NEWS NOTE 
“In Hawaii, the people wear nothing but grass 
clothes.” 



—mdon>. 


HIGH balls now deserve the name. TRY 
to get one for less than six bits. 

— Froth. 


The Clunker 

Under a tungsten bulb 
The flunking student sits; 

The flunker, a total bUiik is he 
Requires a monkey’s glands; 

For the matter of his narrow' brain, 

Is like the the desert sands. 

His hair is greasy from Bandoline, 

His face, once red, now tan; 

His brow is wet with honest sweat 
He learns w^hate’er he can; 

And grieves the dates he made before. 
That put him on the pan. 

From eight till early morn he can 
Be heard to do his stuff; 

He smokes a pack of cigarettes 
And smells a can of snuff; 

The more he reads, the more he sees, 
The more he finds it tough. 

The week of finals soon comes on 
He goes into a room; 

He sits upon a seat—thirteen 
And waits there for his doom; 

The questions that are passed around, 
“Are hard,” he does assume. 

Toiling—w'aiting—sorrowing 

Onward through questions he goes; 

Each moment sees some task begin 
The next one sees it close; 

Something attempted, nothing done, . 
He flunks into repose. 


—Sun Dodger. 


—Pitt Panther. 
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Crowded trolley car. Young lady is vainly grop¬ 
ing for her purse to pay her fare. 

Young Man: ‘‘Pardon me miss, but may I not pay 
your fare?” 

Young Lady: “Sir? !! ” 

(Several seconds of groping) 

Young Man: “I beg pardon again, young lady, but 
won't you let me pay your fare?” 

Young Lady: “Why, I don't even know you, and 
anyway. I'll have this purse open in a minute.” 

(Continued groping) 

Young Man: “I really must insist on paying your 
fare. You've unbuttoned my suspenders ^ree 
times!” 

—Koo Doo. 


Heredity 

“Talking of hens,’’ remarked the American 
visitor, “reminds me of an old hen my dad once 
had. She would hatch out anything from a 
tennis ball to a lemon. Why, one day she sat 
on a piece of ice and hatched out two quarts 
of hot water!” 

“That doesn’t come up to a club-footed hen 
my mother once had,” remarked the Irishman. 
“They had been feeding her by mistake on 
sawdust instead of oatmeal. Well, sir, she laid 
twelve eggs and sat on them, and when they 
hatched eleven of the chickens had wooden legs 
and the twelfth was a woodpecker.” 

— Cargoy^le. 


When I first saw her, in a crowded street 
car, I was attracted by her beauty. But it w^as 
more than that which caught my eye, for she 
only had on a thin kimono which she held 
daintily above her shapely knees, exposing a 
pair of beautifully formed limbs attired in the 
most alluring silk stockings. I well remember 
her in that trolley car and she didn’t even blush 
nor did she hide her face in humiliation. For 
why should she? She was only a hosiery ad. 

—Purple Con>, 


Fightem, Fightem! 

There was a young flapper named Tightem 
Love letters? Gosh, how she could wrightem, 
All her letters were wild 
But the girl was quite mild, 

And when boys tried to kiss her she’d 
high tern I 


—Sun Dodger. 


Heated Reply 

Patrick—Gimme a cigarette. 

Michael—Go to the devil. You can smoke 
there without a cigarette. 

— Gargoyle. 


“What game could Adam never play with 
Eve?” 

“Pll listen, Lester.” 

“Strip poker, Little One.” 

^ —Brorvn Jug. 

The Flapper 

The Brown Man of 1772 Speaks: 

“I dislike, abominate, deteste 
Ye verie sloppy girle 
Her actes are never for ye beste. 

She makes one’s heade to whirle. 

She uses oh! so very much painte. 

She calsomines her face. 

She’ll never, never be ye sainte. 

She’ll go to ye w^armer place. 

Her conversation means much less 
Than that of idiots knowne. 

She’s indiscreet and bolde—I guess. 

And notorious, that. I’ll owne. 

She is ye type, at promenades. 

That holds a regal swaye 
O’er unsophisticated blades. 

But—as for nuptials—NAY !” 


The Brown Man of 1922 Speaks: 

“1 hate the shuffling kind of girl 
Who walks along the street. 

And boldly gives her skirt a whirl. 

If a man she haps to meet. 

She’s noted for her painted face. 

Her powdered nose so w^hite. 

Her rouged lips are right in place. 

Her bark’s worse than her bite. 

She talks a lot and means much less. 
She dances like a fool. 

And does she pet? Well, I can guess 
She learned that while in school. 

She knows the latest risque tale. 
Recites it when you please. 

Deliver me from this female. 

When will the flapper cease?” 

—Brorvn Jug. 
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Coming Back at Ma 

Mary was a typical flapper, nineteen, pretty. 
(And she knew it.) Accordingly, she was al¬ 
ways dressed in the height of fashion. (About 
twelve inches from the ground.) 

Mary’s mother, although not exactly old- 
fashioned, did not care especially for her 
daughter’s long ear-rings, short skirts, long 
cigarette holder and rolled stockings. And she 
told her so. 

'"Mary,” she said one day, "you disgust me. 
You look like a common, ordinary, every day, 
brazen huzzy!” 

Mary had no come-back. The discussion 
ended. 

Shortly after, a friend of the family came in 
to pay a social call. Mary and her mother en¬ 
tertained the visitor. 

"Mary, it’s really startling,” the caller said, 
by way of pleasant comment, "how much you 
resemble your mother.” 

"So she’s just been telling me,” answered 
Mary. 

—Sun Dodger. 


Circumstantial Evidence 

"George, darling, you do believe me when I 
tell you that you’re the first man I ever kissed, 
don’t you?” 

"Yes, darling, I believe you.” 

"But, George, do you shave yourself?” 

"Yes, dear.” 

"I thought so, it’s the roughest- 

And just then she fell from his knee to the 
floor with a sickening thud, as he made one 
dash for his cap. 

— Cargoy^le. 



Full Moon 



A Kin You Love to Touch 

—Pin Panther, 


Vers Libre 
Harken! 

Far off— 

Seemingly, worlds away— 

A mellow celestial note 
Rises and recedes- 
On the perfumed winds. 

Faint and elusive— 

Conjuring thoughts 
Of lovers and moonlight: 

Sweet as the memory 
Of a first kiss— 

Fainter and fainter—— 

Come on kid! 

It’s only the curfew 
And we’ve got to hurry. 

—Pitt Panther. 


Small One (to his girl in restaurant)—Will 
you have a little shrimp? 

She One—This is so sudden, John. 

— Medley. 


Who Would? 

George: "Let’s play tag. You can be ‘it.’ ” 
Kenneth: "What’s the big idea? Second 
childhood?” 

George: "Not at all, but I wouldn’t mind 
having a chaser.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


Parlor Trick 

Burnette: "Why are you limping?” 

Bobbed Hair: "Cause father came in the 
parlor last night and John dropped me in his 
haste to leave.” 


— Anfgipan. 


— Scalper. 
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Fond Parent: “It’s very chilly, Ethel, you’d better 
take a wrap.” 

Ethel: “No need mother, I’m going out with Bill 
tonight.” 

— Minli. 


You Never Can Tell 

I 

There are often trifles that are better left 
unsaid, 

But are uttered in an unaffected way— 
Which reminds me of a thing I heard 
At a fashionable ball the other day. 

The host espied a silk-embroidered garter on 
the floor 

And gaily dared the owner to declare— 
When a jolly-looking fellow said, without the 
least concern:— 

“\\ hy, 1 know it, it belongs to Mrs. Dare.” 

Now wasn’t that a silly thing to say, 

Wasn’t that a silly thing to do ? 

It came as quite a starter when he recognized 
that garter. 

For everybody wondered how he knew. 

But they didn’t hear till later 
That he got it from his mater. 

So everybody wondered how he knew. 

II 

They were crowding ’round a baby at a 
christening, 

After which he was handed ’round for every¬ 
one to see. 

When a circumstance which seemed to please 
the people most 

Was a dainty little dimple on his knee. 

Said Cousin Jack from Oxford, 

Who was staying there just then, 

“That looks like an hereditary stain. 

For isn’t it peculiar that in just those same 
respects 

He’s exactly like his elder sister Jane.” 


Now wasn’t that a silly thing to say. 

Wasn’t that a silly thing to do? 

It was really worse than simple when he 
talked about that dimple. 

For everybody wondered how he knew. 

Yet he chanced to see the dimple 
While in bathing, my, how simple! 

But everybody wondered how he knew, 

III 

They were crowded ’round the very latest 
painting, at a sale. 

Labeled “Beauty Unadorned” upon the lists— 
When a gentleman remarked to several oth¬ 
ers standing by: 

“ ’Tis not true, such a perfect beauty can not 
exist.” 

“Excuse me, sir,” a gentleman remarked, 
“And if you like. I’ll bet a case of fizz. 

The picture there before you is exactly true 
to life 

And represents the girl just as she is.” 

Now wasn’t that a silly thing to say. 

Wasn’t that a silly thing to do? 

The men turned round and giggled, the 
women blushed and wiggled. 

For everybody wordered how he knew. 

Yet nothing could be quainter. 

You see he was the painter. 

But everybody wondered how he knew. 

IV 

They were talking of the reasons for di¬ 
vorces, at a dinner. 

When a married man opined 

'That snoring loud should constitute a case. 

For it sufficed to drive you off your mind. 



**What was that old maid in the police station gig¬ 
gling about?" 

"She’d just been arrested for speeding—She said it 
was so exciting being chased by a man." 

—Fn»o/. 
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O TEMPORE! O MORES! 

May 1919, B. P. May 1922, A. P. 

—Lord Jeff. 


Fair Young Thing (visiting the farm) — 
“Why are those bees hying around so fran¬ 
tically?’^ 

Weary Farmer—“I guess it’s because they 
have hives, lady.” 

— Froth. 


Those tempting lips, 

Those roguisk eyes. 

That smile of hers, 

I idolize. 

And yet, I do not step her out. 

In fact, it’s easy to resist her. 

The reason why is obvious: 

She’s my sister. 

—Sun Dodger. 


Willie, You Go Right to Bed 

“Mama, how can you know a lady by the 
(uitrance to her house?” 

“Why, you can’t, Willie. How on earth did 
you get that foolish idea into your head?” 

“Well, the other night Pop and me was 
walkin’, and it w^as pitch dark, and he said 
hello to some woman.” 

“W’hat has that to do with the entrance to 
her house?” 

“Well, when I asked him how he knew her 
in the pitch dark, he said as how he recognized 
her by her gate.” 

— Gargoyle. 


'The student was having his second helping 
of soup at the sorority dinner. “Fm sorry, I 
can’t keep you company,” said the head of the 
table who hadn’t been particularly impressed 
with his table manners. 

“O, that’s all right,” responded the student 
cheerfully, “You see I’m keeping company with 
a Ypsi girl anyway.” 

— Gargoyle. 


Firct Frosh (passing sign on campus ad¬ 
vertising “24-hour debate”)—“Whassat—co-ed 
debate?” 

Second Frosh—“Dunno—Why?” 

F. F.—“Only a woman could talk thTt long.” 

— Froth. 


d'he low red car was rambling along the 
moonlight road. A bewitching spell was over 
everything, especially over the two who were 
in the car. She was snuggled close to him and 
he was driving with one hand. 

“Can’t I dear,” he whispered. 

“No, you can’t.” very emphatically. 

“But I’m going to.” 

“No, you are not. Don’t you dare.’’ 

“Well, why can’t I?” 

“Why just because I don’t allow you to— 
drive 60 miles an hour with one hand.” 

—Pitt Panther. 
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Flossye 

Flossye was a flapper; 

Flossye was a flyrt. 

Flossye went up Main Street 
In a short tyte skyrt. 

Chollye was a wyse one, 

Knew thys wycked town. 

Warned our flapper Flossye; 

Warned her up and down. 

Foolysh flapper Flossye, 

Heedless of advyce, 

Wore flymsye costume 
Though it wasn’t nyce. 

’Twas wyndye on our Main Street, 
Cold and snowye too. 

True to Choi lyes’ warning— 

Flossye caught the ‘'flu.” 

— Froth. 


A Difference 

Mae; ‘Tf you were picking a husband, you 
would never be influenced by the amount of 
money a fellow’s father has, would you. 
May ?” 

May: ‘T should say not. The only thing 
that would influence me is the amount of the 
father’s money the fellow has.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


The Annual Report 

“Oh, it’s so good to get home again—tho 
I did have a keen time at college. I learned 
a lot of new things, I really did. 

“I met the handsomest man this spring! 
He had the finest car, and everything! He 
knew the nicest places to go, and the quietest 
roads— 

“Dance? My dear, I learned so many new 
steps that I can’t remember half of them! 
And the swellest music—have you heard the 
latest? It goes like this: ‘Ta dum, ta da-da 
dum; tee dee, tee deedee dee.’ Oh, yes, it is 
even better than that, you ought to hear one 
of the girls at the house play it. 

“Dresses? Just wait ’till I unpack my 
trunk! I’ll make every girl in this town jeal¬ 
ous! And the men—dearie, they’ll have to 
put in another telephone operator just to 
handle my calls! 

“Study? Why, my dear! Well, of course, 
but then—well if you insist: let’s see, there 
was the History of—Something or other, I 
don’t know; and then—Oh dear! Wait ’till I 
get my registration card; you can’t expect 
me to remember all the little things like 
that!” 

—Sun Dodger. 


Victim—“Hey, that wasn’t the tooth I want¬ 
ed pulled.” 

Dentist—“Calm yourself—I’m coming to it.” 

— Flamingo. 


“I’m not sticking to facts,” said the stamp 
on the letter the student was writing to his 
dad. 

—Cargoy/e. 


First Little Boy—“My father has been 
asked by dozens of women if he would marry 
them.” 

Second Little Boy—“How’s that? He isn’t 
any he-vamp is he?” 

F. L. B.—“Naw, he’s a minister.” 

—Lyre. 


Not Within the Law 

Bing—See that conductor over there? Well, 
he just finished serving a term in the peni¬ 
tentiary. 

Bang—What for? 

Bing—Why, he was caught telling the por¬ 
ter that if he refused to sell all the Pullman 
reser\^ations it would mean less work for him. 

Bang—But what has the government to say 
about that? 

Bing—Oh, they claimed he was preaching 
berth control. 


— Cargoy^le. 
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Warning at Cross-Street 

‘‘STOP"' beside some young lady. 

“LOOK" searchingly into her face for a 
trace of friendliness. 

“MOVE-ON" if she shows signs of calling 
for a cop. 

—Pin Panther, 


From a Cynic’s Notebook 
There are no speed laws on the Avenue of 
Adventure. Especially if there's a girl in the 
car ahead. 

Your best conversationalist can keep still in 
eight languages. 


The Tragic Ages / 

It used to be a tragedy 

When you were young and small, 

To get an awful whipping 
For simply “nothin' at all." 

And then it was a tragedy 

When you were in grade school, 

To be kept in after hours 
Because you broke a rule. 

Later came the tragedy. 

When you had a desp'rate case 
On the cutest girl in high school. 

And she tramped right on your face. 


Some people know a chorus girl the minute 
they see her. Some people want to know a 
chorus girl the minute they see her. 

Men like women in varying degrees. Some 
men marry them. Others like them still more 
—enough not to marry them. 

The cynics who write little epigrams for the 
naughty magazines are much overpaid, consid¬ 
ering that it involves no work whatever. 

— Malteaser, 


Lady (to guard at the prison)—I'd like to 
.see Convict 312 if he's in. 

— Gargoyle, 


But now it IS a tragedy 
When you—a college man. 

Get three or maybe four belows. 

And they tie on the can. 

And there is yet a tragedy 
That always hits us all; 

When you hitch up “the only girl," 

And roped to her you crawl. 

— Froth, 



There’s a reason 

—Jack o* Lantern, 


Something to Live For 

The man was on his death bed. The dismal 
pallor of lingering sickness could be seen on 
every feature. His eyes were sunken. His 
lips were white and drawn.. His every action 
seemd to say, “What is the use?” 

A doctor entered the room, sat down at 
the bedside and looking his patient in the 
eye said, “Now Mr. Jackson, the time has 
come for me to speak frankly to you. You 
have been here a month. We have done 
everything medicine can do and still you are 
on your back. If this continues for another 
week, you will be in your grave. There is 
nothing the matter with you and it rests with 
you whether you live or not. You can live if 
you want to. Just make up your mind and 
start taking nourishment. Well, what do you 
say?” 

“Oh, I don’t know Doc,” the patient said 
slowly, “What is there to live for? What 
can—” 

“If that is your attitude, I have no more 
time to waste. Here is the morning paper. 
You will probably be able to read it for about 
five more days.” 

He gave the paper to the patient and rose 
to leave. The man in bed glanced over the 
headlines. As the doctor opened the door to 
leave, he was arrested by words from the 
sick bed. 

“Oh, Doc, wait a moment. I guess I will 
stick around a while longer and see what the 
next movie scandal is going to be. Bring me 
a glass of milk.” 

—Sun Dodger. 
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Two heads arc better than one—but it looks worse. 

— Parrai^eet. 


Sympathetic young lady to small boy: 
“What are you looking for, my little man?“ 
“A dime, lady.“ 

“Where did you loose it?“ 

“Gosh! If I knew. Id go and get it.“ 

—Pilt Panther, 


How I smile when I think how we first learned 
to dance— 

When Jimmie wore gloves, and his new “first 
long pants.“ 

His hair was soaped down 'til it shone like the 
floor— 

His mother came with him. and sat by the 
door!! 

He cast wishful glances at the boys in the 
street— 

And the little girls cried when he stepped on 
their feet. 

His collar was stiff, his shoes painfully new; 

He was sweaty and pale when the lesson was 
through. 

Now Jimmie's a Prom Man- hair still shiny 
and greased, 

And his liking for chaperones hasn’t increa.^^cd. 

The girls sigh and hope,“if he'd ONLY cut in !” 

--They adore Jimmie’s “line,” and his frater¬ 
nity j)in. 

But it's funny to think, how Mademoiselle 
tried and tried. 

To teach that same Jimmie to “step, turn and 
slide.” 

— Bron>n Jug, 


High: He knelt beside a beer and wept. 
Dry: Why? 

High: Because the spirit of a dear friend ha<! 
gone forever. 


Dual Personality 
Stranger: “Mister Johnson?” 

Johnson: “Well?” 

Stranger: “I have a bill.” 

Johnson: “Johnson isn't here.” 

— Scalper, 

Vers Liberal 
I gaze down, 

\ At 

My feet. 

I ponder, 

Thinking. 

How far away 
They Seem. 

Can all the 
Rest, 

That lies. 

Between, be 
ME? 

— Froth. 


“I certainly am absorbing a lot of knowl¬ 
edge,” murmured the janitor as he erased the 
blackboard. 

- -Puppet. 


How Big? 

Man in hardware store^“Quick! Give me 
a mouse trap; I want to catch a train.” 

— Medley). 


Rut there is not a horse in sight. 

Except the horse on him. 

He sees beside his chestnut tree. 

The flivvers fly pell-mell, 

He wishes very earnestly. 

That they would go to—grass. 

For they have put him on the bum. 

And likewise on the fritz, 

.And there he sits and sits and sits, 

.And sits and sits and sits. 

— Froth. 



Oil: “Time flics.” 

Can: can’t. They’re too fast for me.” 

—Orange Peel. 


—Pitt Panther. 
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The Marvel of the Age 

You say you get music offa them rigs?” 
queried Silas Silo, as he gazed aloft the radio 
antennae. 

“Yes, sir,” smiled the affable operator, “is 
there anything about the apparatus you 
would like explained?” 

‘Teh, just how in thunder do you get a 
feller way up there so he can play on them 
fool strings?” 

—Sun Dodder, 


The Kid 

(The following is an old Italian s advice to his son, 
who is about to leave the tenement in New York and 
go to Milwaukee to open a branch office for his 
fother*s fruit emporium; also the sons repl};,) 

Go West-a-Young Man, Go West! 

But first button-up-a da vest: 

Youa get caught in da draft- 

Was you horned on a raft? 

Yes—a first button up-a-da vest. 

Go West-a-Young Man, Go West! 

And starta da fruit store, da best. 

Da or'nge ’n appo ’n biga banan’— 

Rook 'em just lika your old papa can. 
When you starta da fruit store da best. 

Go West-a-Young Man, Goa West! 

Lotsa garlick puta hair on your chest: 
You must keepa da health 
To make mucha da wealth— 

And garlic put hair on youra chest. 

Go West-a-Young Man-a, Go West! 

But geeva da wimmin a rest: 

Keed—Between you and-ame. 

You'll be stucka up-a-wun tree, if 
You no geeva da wimmin a rest. 

Go West, Young-a Man, Goa West! 

Does you t'ink my advisa da jest? 

Hook up-a dos galosh. 

No catch colda—My Gosh-a- 

You t'ink my advise-a da jest? 

To w’hich the educated son replies: 

Advise me not about the ways. 

Of women and the world: 

I'll keep my health, too, pater dear, 

And leave my sails unfurled. 

Wish me luck—note Ma's gray head. 

Beckoning mad at thee 

ril work like Hell, old man, but run. 

Or you'll be up a tree. 

Moral?: Things ain't always what they seem. 

— Froth, 



__ V 

‘‘Keep your eye on the ball.” 

‘‘I‘m looking after good form first.” 

— Froth. 


Lil Shaver: You aren't very strong are you. 
Pop? 

Pop: What makes you think so? 

Lil Shaver: Why every morning you try to 
cut the same strap with your razor and this 
morning I cut it in half the first try. 

—Brown Jug, 


Drunk, peering into berth of which the fair 
occupant is asleep: “Shay, one of you two 
young ladies '11 have to get out of my berth.” 

— Medley, 


Prof, (in class)—Order! Order! 

Student (just awakening)—I'll take this 
one straight. 

—Punch Bowl, 


Joker: “Women put up an awful bluff, these 
days.” 

Jack: “How do you figure?” 

Joker: “Why, when I started to kiss one the 
other day she threatened to call her mother, 
but when I went right ahead, she only said, 
“Oh, Daddy.” 


—Pitt Panther. 
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Oh, life was sweet, he had made a big hit 
At the formal the evening before. 

His borrowed dress suit was a perfect fit. 

He could not have wished for more. 

One maiden remarked that he looked mighty fine. 
When they chanced to be chat.ing alone; 

And it went to his head, so he foolishly said 
That the outfit was really his own. 


The rent for the suit was three-fifty a night. 

And next morning he should have returned it. 
’Round the house there wasn’t a suit-box in sight. 

It seemed that someone had burned it. 

As he started down town with the suit on a hanger 
He met five of the girls of the dance. 

Completely disgusted, his romance is busted. 

From now on he hasn’t a chance. 

—Lemon Punch, 






Cold Humor 

An Irish laborer was returning home from 
work on a crowded street car. A sudden 
lurch of the car caused the strap on which he 
was hanging to break, and he fell squarely 
into the lap of a fat lady. 

“Who do you think you are?” asked the 
fat one. 

“Be Gorra,” said the Irishman, “Oi thot Oi 
was an Oirishman but Oi guees Oi’m a Lap¬ 
lander.” 

An Englishman of the typical species was a 
witness to the scene and he, as well as the 
others, thought it was a fine joke, character¬ 
istic of Irish wit. When he arrived home he 
attempted to repeat the incident. He got 
along quite well for a while but finally the 
old English trait came forth. 

“An’ who do you think you ar’ ?” he repeat¬ 
ed. And the Irishman said to the lady: “Be 
Gorra I thot I was an Irishman but I guess 
Fm an—ah—ah—Esquimau.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


Bang Up 

Bessie: “I heard you had a swell automobile 
ride last night.” 

Jessie: Yeah, we had a blow-out every mile 
or so.” 

— Scalper. 


There are meters lambic. 

And meters trachaic. 

And meters in musical tones, 

But the meter that’s sweeter. 
Completer and neater. 

Is to meet her in the moonlight alone. 

—Pitt Panther. 


’Tis Spring! 

Sal—“Look at Bud and Mary under that tree 
over there,—that’s a typical example of bud¬ 
ding love, I claim.” 

Hal—“I’d call it a typical example of loving 
Bud, myself!” 


— Froth. 
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The Rubyiat of Hizz Ker Chew 

He wooed her four expensive months. 

She was a heartless dame. 

Frigid to his least advance 
Her name remained the same. 

At last one night, in moonlight bright 
She changed her chilly tone 
As she told him how she loved him. 

How she longed for him alone 

Her rich, red lips she raised to his 
Her lashes slightly fell. 

He took her in his eager arms— 

But the rest I hate to tell. 

Poor lad; he missed that longed for kiss 
Her lips he did not press. 

The waiting maid did not receive 
Her lover’s fond caress. 

He shivered like an aspen tree 
Before the wintry blast. 

His eyes grew wide, while at his side 
His arms did fall at last. 

He lost his loving attitude 
In fact he seemed to jeer. 

His lips took on an ugly curl. 

He turned, and seemed to sneer. 

With eyes ablaze she tossed her head, 

“Then you refuse my kiss? 

And after all that you have said. 

You turn away like this?’* 

Wild-eyed he spoke in accents short, 

“Wait a moment, please! ^ 

For can’t you see—oh holy gee— - 
I^m going to—got to—SNEEZE! 

— Cargoy^le. 


James; “See that woman with the dirty face, 
daddy?” 

Father: “Why James, her face is not dirty, 
she is that way all over.” 

James: “Gee, pa, you know everything.” 

—Sun Dodger, 


Philanthropist: “What a foul-mouthed little 
brat you are!” 

Boy: “Who wouldn’t be? Six of us and only 
one toothbrush!” 

—Purple Cojv, 


Ah, I Say, Old Chappie! 

“Do you know Jones?” 

“The Phi Tau?” 

“Whaddya mean fighter, he’s a snake.” 

— Froth, 


A Little Addition 

“That boy of yours is a chip of the old 
block.” 

“So they tell me. Did you know another 
splinter arrived last night?” 

—Pill Panther, 


Defeating Justice 

The prisoner chuckled to himself after be¬ 
ing sentenced, and confided to his counsel, “I 
been before this here court five times, and 
got off every time.’" 

“Wll, you didn’t fool them this time,” ob¬ 
served the lawyer. 

“Hee haw, tha’s funny part of it,” chortled 
the prisoner, “I didn’t do it this time.” 

—Sun Dodger, 


Diner: “Waiter, commere, there’s an earth 
worm in this soup.” 

Waiter: “Well, wotcha want for ten cents, 
—silk worms?” 

—Sun Dodger, 



AT PARTING 

He: “May I kiss you good-night?” 

She: “No, Herbert; it is my principle never to kiss 
any one good-night.” 

He: “Well, let's drop the principle and show some 
interest.” 


—Lyre. 
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COMING DOWN TO HER LEVEL 
He: ‘T wish the weather would get warmer.” 

She: “Why so?” 

He: “Then this ink might run and I could realize 
my ambition at last.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


Monkey Business 

“Don’t—, don’t/’ he heard a tremulous voice 
from beyond the partition. “Stop it, I say,— 
don’t.” There was fear in the accents, a chill¬ 
ing, impelling note of fear that gripped his 
heart. It was the fear of the soul that faces 
the unknown,—of the heart that feels steely 
fingers gripping it and holding it. 

“Don’t,”—the voice quavered, “Don’t—, 
monkey.” 

He swiftly drew a deep breath and deter¬ 
mined to spring to the rescue. He sprang over 
the low wall. 

Suffice to say he arrived in time to help her 
disentangle her hair net from the clutches of 
the pet monkey that swung on the perch above 
her head. 

—Sun Dodger. 


Ho: Do you know I see very little difference 
between a tramp or a law’yer. 

Bo: How come? 

Ho: Well both of them are always heading 
for either the bench or the bar. 

—Piti Panther. 


Co-Ed: Say, I’d like to try that suit on in the 
window. 

Clerk: Sorry, but you’ll have to use the 
dressing room. 

—Pitt Panther. 


“How did you manage to get home so early 
last night?” 

“Oh I had tough luck. I leaned against her 
door bell.” 

— Puppet. 


Quarterback (calling signals)—“E4627 A2.” 
College Librarian (absently)—“Somebody 
has that out. Will this do just as well?” 

— Froth. 


Publicity 

A huge crowd was gathered on State street 
directly opposite the Union. On the steps stood 
a thin, dissipated looking student who was 
pouring forth his woes to all the Gods above. 

“In vain, in vain; oh, it’s in vain,” he 
shrilled as his emaciated body rocked to and 
fro. 

“Oh, why must it be in vain?” he wept, 
wringing his hands in agony. 

“What’s in vain?” bawled.the curious Frosh. 

“The letter “i,” frowned the disturbed as he 
loped down off the steps. 

— Gargoyle. 



Bella: “I threw Jack overboard last night.” 
Donna: “Hadn’t you better drop him a line?” 

—Purple Com. 
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Evils of a Private Stock 

The minister was calling on Mrs. Smythe 
the other day and asked for her cute four-year 
old who was a regular attendant at Sunday 
School. 

“Just a moment, Til call her, I think she is 
playing in the kitchen. Betty! Betty! Come 
here a moment, darling, there is a nice man to 
see you.” 

“Yesh, mama, Til be up in a moment, just 
as soon as I take another little dink,” came a 
faint voice from the depths. 

“Why, it sounds as though she is in the 
cellar, what could she be doing down there? 
BETTY! Come here!” (anxiously on mama’s 
part). 

“Here I am mama,” as she totters in the door 
with a wild look in her big brown eyes, “O-o-oh 
—who’s tha funny mans? Tee hee, hesh got 
two faces! Oh, mom, I feel like laffin all the 
time—Hee-ee-Wow I” (Giggles and rolls on the 
floor, bumping into everything). 

“Why, Betty! What have you been doing, 
child?” 

“An extraordinarily Happy child you have I 
must say, Mrs. Smythe.” 

“Hee! Tha room’s running around. Mama, 
w'hat’s the pretty moon in the roof? Ma, I 
wanna kiss the funny man’s, hish face is just 
like my dog Jerry’s ’n I kiss him all tha time! 
(Climbs up the minister’s leg and bounces on 
his lap). OOO-h he’s got four eyes ’n three 
noses—Hey Mom! who ish this guy? (musses 
his hair, pulls his ears, tweaks his nose, knocks 
off his glasses, etc.) Ma, hesh funny as Hells 
—that’s what pop says! Hee-ee!” 

“Why, Mrs. Smythe! from the child’s breath 
I should say that she was drunk!” 

“Wh—WHAT! BETTY! Where HAVE 
you BEEN?” 

“OO-OWH! I found a bottle uv papa’s 
grape juice he makes, ’n it was SO good I 
hadda take a dink. Ain’t you the funny man’s 
(muses his shirt and tie, throws his watch 
across the room and kisses him again) Kiss 
me, papa! Why is your face all red! Don’t 
get up and leave me, old kid, I like your lap! 
Ah-h-h Boo-Hoo!” 

I’m afraid I must be going, Mrs. Smythe, 
take this brat away. Good DAY; (rushes out 
hatless and disheveled). OH, What a child!” 

Don’t spank me maMA! OUCH-OW- 
OWch! Boo-o-o-o! There’s three of you 
spankin’ one little girl and that ain’t fair! 

OW-O-O-oo-oooo!” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

(Thirty minutes elapse) 

“Now, that she is in bed, just wait until HE 
gets home! Oh, what I won’t do to that 
worm!” (Throws herself on the bed in exas¬ 


peration, anger, dismay, excitement, de.shabile 
and tears). , 

— Froth, 


Bonney: “I think that yon handsome 
stranger must be from Atlantic City.” 

Watson: “I’ll be the buffer of your jest- 
why so?” 

Bonny: “He has such a bored walk.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


Kipling once said: 

“A woman’s a woman. 

But a good cigar is a smoke.” 
Now we say: 

A woman’s an expense. 

And a good cigar is fifty cents.” 

—Pitt Panther. 



“AFTER THE PARTY” 

“That gingcr-ale,” 

Said Lovely Lizzie, 

“Has made me feel 
So queer and dizzy.” 

Said Languid Louis— 

“Most amazin'! 

Perhaps, however. 

There's a raisin.” 

— Coblin. 
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He: She: 


Like the noses need their powder. 

Like the baby needs a knee; 

Like a Thomas needs a Jerry— 

That’s how I need thee. 

% 

Like a beefsteak needs the garlic, 
Like the fishes need the sea; 
Like the girlie needs her mirror— 
That’s how I need thee. 


Like the rolette needs the garter. 
Like a puppy needs a flea; 

Like a baseball needs a hairnet— 
That’s how I need thee. 

Like a beauty needs some learning, 
Like the rufhan needs his tea; 
Like hades needs more summer— 
That’s how I need thee. 


— Chaparral. 
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Attorney: And where did you see him milk¬ 
ing the cow? 

Witness: A little past the center, sir. 

— Gargoyle, 


The economic department wishes to call 
attention to the fact that umbrellas are more 
expensive on rainy days because on those 
days they go up. 

— Puppet, 


Prisoner: You can search all day and you 
won’t find no stolen goods in my pocket. 

Policeman: Don’t be too sure about that, you 
see we saw you nab the watch. 

Prisoner: Yeh, but some dirty crook was a 
better pickpocket than myself. 

—Pitt Panther, 


A newly wedded couple walked down the 
streets of a Dutch town one day and stood on 
the earner. 

Cop—“Do you peoples lif here?" 

They—“No." 

Cop—“Den mofe here." 

— Froth, 


The surgeon plied his knife and saw. 

His face lit with elation, 

“Here’s where I get,’’ he said with glee, 
“Some inside information." 

— Gargoyle, 


You’re Right 

The grammar teacher was explaining the 
use of the subject, predicate and object. Aft¬ 
er a detailed dissertation she began making 
up sentences and asking the sixth graders to 
identify the component parts of speech. At 
last she came to the dumbell of the class. 

“Eldorn, take this sentence: ‘Johnny re¬ 
fused the pie.’ Now what was Johnny?" 

“Johnny was a darned fool," came Eldorn’s 
unexpected reply. 

—Sun Dodger. 


The other day a fellow put a sign on his coat 
in the L. A. Building—“The owner of this coat 
is a member of the boxing team and can deliver 
a knockout blow of 250 pounds. I shall return 
in five minutes." 

When he came back the coat was gone, but 
the sign said—“You’re all wrong. The owner 
of this coat is a member of the track team and 
can do the half mile in two minutes flat. I 
shall not return." 

— Froth, 


Late to bed and early to rise 
Makes black rings under her eyes. 

—Pitt Panther. 



First Inebriate: “Mary'sh housh reminsh me oi 
a numbrella.” 

Second Fortunate One: “Why’sh 'at?” 

F. L.: “Caush when s'open s'wet.” 

— Puppet, 


The Proof of the Pudding 

Irate Diner: Look here, waitress—there’s not 
a particle of turtle in this turtle soup. 

Waitress: Well, what of it? We have 
Cabinet pudding, but you wouldn’t expect to 
find Hoover in it, would you? 

—Pitt Panther, 


The grizzled old captain was reviewing the 
regiment one morning and ordered them to 
count off. There happened to be an Italian in 
the company who knew very little English and 
did not know what number to yell. The bird 
next to him whispered, “Three—three!" when 
it came his turn and he yelled it and got by. 
Next day the same thing happened, but this 
time the Italian was first in line. 

“Count off I" ordered the officer. 

“Three!" shouted the Italian. 

“Count off!" shouted the officer, “and get it 
right this time." 

“THREE!" came the reply. 

“Say ONE, damn it!" angrily bellowed the 
old captain. 

“One, damn it!’’ was the answer— 

AND THEN THE FUN BEGAN. 

— Froth, 
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Fanny the Flapper Says— 

“The way some of these young college men dress 
sure makes me burst into mirth/* 

—DeanpoU 


The Poor Little Bee 

If a bee were to light on your nose, 

And a swelling arose like a rose; 

You'd profane the poor bee 
• To an awful degree, 

'Cause he stuck his blamed nose in your nose. 

So profanity fluently flows, 

As the welt on your nasal trunk grows; 

But you quite fail to see 
That the poor little bee 
Knows his nose knows not nose from a rose! 

—Sun Dodger, 


Wilber: He died because of his wrong 
thoughts. 

Isabelle: Do you mean to say he died be¬ 
cause he was evil minded? 

Wilber: Not at all; he thought you could 
change places in a canoe without tiding it. 

— Cargoy^le. 


“Tell me what you read and I will tell you 
what you are"' isn't always a safe rule to fol¬ 
low. I went to see three different girls who 
had read “The Sheik"—and not one of them is 
going to let me cfome back! 

—Pitt Panther, 


Sam Hunk and Sal Cheese were being mar¬ 
ried by a new minister who had formerly been 
a plumber in Switzerland. It was his first at¬ 
tempt at this kind of joining, and he excitedly 
concluded, “Thus, wholly, I weld you, hunk of 
cheese." 

— Froth, 


Denizen of the Hash-house: “The idea; my 
napkin is damp." 

Head-waiter: “Perhaps that's because there 
is so much dew on your board." 

~—SQUth, 


Did She Do Right? 

By Imma Cummin 

She sat alone in her room, red-eyed and be¬ 
draggled. Beside her, on the table, were the 
greasy remains of the previous night's feed—a 
few dry crusts of bread, a heap of olive seeds 
and a scattered handful of cake crumbs. Here 
lay unwashed dishes streaked with crusted, 
soured ice cream and there five or six tin 
spoons. 

The sun had* risen unusually early that morn¬ 
ing leaving a clear field for the dismal, gray 
clouds which hung heavily from above. Occa¬ 
sionally one cloud bumped into another and 
spilled copious drops of moist Hj O. 

Poor little Petunia, wet-eyed and pensive, sat 
pensing. Her brow was crossed in thought (or 
words to that effect). She crossed one dainty 
No. 6 Misses over the other dainty No. 7 dit 
and vice versa. Her pasty white fists were 
tightly clenched—at last she arose and paced 
the floor—back and to and forth and fro. 

“O my gawd, what will they think 111" 

She resumed her pace in two-four time. 

“They can't help seeing it! she wailed. 

Pace increased to three-four time. Suddenly, 
out of the stillness burst the 8:20 bell. 

Petunia paused. 

Wild-eyed and panic stricken, she sobbed. 
Her face was ashen. Then in the wild tur¬ 
moil of her brain there came a comforting 
thought. Away out in Colfax, in a tumble- 
down, vine-covered house, lived the sweetest 
little woman in the world: her mother. She 
could almost see here—sitting there in the old 
rocker, with the little, embroidered tidy at its 
back,—beside the table, the soft light of the 
lamp falling in mellow rays across her wrin¬ 
kled face. Her soft eyes, behind gold-rimmed 
spectacles, focused on a basket full of socks 
to be darned. 

All the finer qualities in the girl's nature 
rose to the surface and with stoical fortitude 
she marched to the bureau. 

“I'll do it," she gritted, and with a firm hand 
she drew over her black curls a RED hairnet. 

-^-Cougar*s Paw, 
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Vamping a Ride in the Good Old Days 


-Purple Parrot 


A Musical Dialogue 

Characters: 

Bosco: A colored ham actor. 

Koski: The orchestra leader. 

Time: Last night. 

Scene: Vaudeville stage. 

(Enter Bosco) 

Bosco: "Ah believe Ah's gwine to sing. Ah 
feels it cornin' on.'' 

Koshki: "Sing? Why niggah you don't 
know the first rudiments of music.'' 

Bosco: "Does they have them things in 
music?" 

Koski: "Have what things?" 

Bosco: "Studebakers." 

Koski: "Who said anything about Stude¬ 
bakers? Now do you know what a scale is?" 

Bosco: "Sho' Ah does. A scale am a freckle 
on a fish." 

Koski: "No, no; a scale is where you have 
five lines and four spaces." 

Bosco: "What did yo' catch?" 

Koski: "What did I catch ? What do you 
mean ?" 

Bosco: "Well, you all said yo' had five lines 
in foah places." 

Koski: "No I did not say anything of the 
kind. In a scale first we have 'do.'" 

Bosco: "Where did yo' get it?" 

Koski: "No, not that kind of dough. Then 
we have 'ra.'" 

Bosco: "Rae! Why, that's my wife's name." 

Koski: "No, 'ra' comes after ‘do.' " 

Bosco: Why that's my wife, too." 

Koski: "And after 'ra' comes ‘mi.'" 

Bosco: "Are you after my money, too?" 

Koski: "And then ‘fa, so, la, si, do.' Now 
with ‘do' on the top and ‘do' on the bottom, 
what do we have?" 

Bosco: "That's easy, a biscuit." 

Business of throwing bricks. Hasty exit of 
Bosco. 


The landlords are nice fellows nowadays. If 
a man hasn't the money to pay his rent, the 
landlord will help him out. 

— Squib. 


Jever hear of Paul Revere, 

The guy who warned a town? 

He didn't have much on co-eds here 
For spreading news around. 

— Gargoyle. 


O, kid, ya should see the ole prof up ta school 

The guy wots been learnin' us, talkin' by rule 

S'got doggie brown eyes an' a grand lookin' 
nose, 

An' talk about dressin', he's sure got the 
clothes. 

He wears a green suit, an a pair a' blue socks 

The kind wot's all woosey an' sewed with 
clocks. 

An' the swellest blue overcoat I ever seen 

The kind that ole Raleigh threw down fer the 
, queen. 

But it ain't the clothes wots done pulled us in 
line; 

It's the face of the boy, gee, it's almost devine. 

Them eyes an' that nose an' that dimple in 
chin; 

Say, kid, dontcha know that means devil 
within ? 

—Royal Gaboon. 


Bill Smith, a country shopkeeper, went to 
the city to buy goods. 

They were sent immediately, and reached 
home before he did. When the boxes were de¬ 
livered, Mrs. Smith, who was keeping the shop, 
uttered a scream, seized a hatchet, and began 
frantically to open the largest one. "What's 
the matter, Sarah?" asked one of the bystand¬ 
ers who had watched her in amazement. Pale 
and faint, Mrs. Smith pointed to an inscription 
on the box. It read: "Bill inside." 


—Sun Dodger. 


— Squib. 
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Life’s Darkest Moment 

He opened the door to receive the large, 
blue-wrapped bundle. Hastily he fled to the 
bed to open it. His mind was a flurry of hopes 
and fears. Would it contain the solution of his 
problem, or would he be ruined? His clumsy 
fingers fumbled with the string in an effort to 
untie the knot. 

He gave up and dashed over to the bureau 
after the shears. One snip parted the string. 
He plunged into the paper, fishing out the con¬ 
tents and scattering them over the bedspread 
feverishly. Disappointment, despair, began to 
cloud his brow. At last, after a scrutiny of the 
last article, he stood up and smote his fore¬ 
head with a wail. 

“All the buttons off my shirts as usual and 
a bid to a hot dawg dance tonight.’’ 

. --^un Dodger. 


What Is It? 

It entered New York in a foreign ship, 

It came to Ann Arbor inside of my grip, 

I carry it over my northwestern hip. 

If you guess this riddle I’ll give you a- 

— Cargo}fle. 


Outraged Spectator (at game where boys 
have been pelting himself and the intervening 
persons with peanuts, etc.)—“Hey, there! 
Don’t you know there are ladies present. What 
the hell’s the matter with you?’’ 

— Froth. 



Bedazzled Masquerader (ten storeys up and three 
parts over): “ *Ome, James.'* 


A Rich One 
“Would she rock a fella?” 

“I dunno, I never Astor.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


A superintendent of public instruction in 
Georgia explained the powers of the X-ray ma¬ 
chine to a gathering of negroes at the school 
commencement. After the meeting was over a 
negro called him aside and wanted to know 
if he was in earnest about this machine. The 
superintendent assured him that he was. “Boss, 
I wants to ax you ef er nigger et chicken, kin 
you look in him an’ see chicken?’’ Why yes, 
Ephraim.” “Well, boss, I wants to ax you jes’ 
one mo’ question. Kin you look in dat nigger 
an’ tell whar dat chicken come from?” 

—Royal Gaboon. 


Flivver Facts 
A bouncing, a jouncing, 

A creak and a crack. 

A swagger, a stagger 
A blow in the back. 

A knocking, a rocking, 

A jolt and a jar. 

A jiggle, a joggle, 

A helluva car. 

— Squib. 


These Terrible Men 

“Mother,” screamed lovely daughter, “Jack 
tries to kiss me when I wink at him.” 

Jack was duly reprimanded. 

“Mother,” screamed she ten minutes later, 
“Jack still tries to kiss me when I fix his tie 
and pout my lips.” 

Jack was severely reprimanded and became 
somewhat more repressed. 

A half hour later she screamed again, 
“Mother, he still tries to kiss me when I sit 
on his lap and put my arms around him.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


The Woe of Wooing 

Long ago 
Young Romeo 
Loved pretty Juliet. 

But what a load 
Young Romeowed 
For all that Juliet! 

— Gargoyle. 


Bum: My girl was hungry last night after 
the Strand, so I took her into the Bluebird. 
Tom: ’d sheet? 

Bum: I’ll satiate. 


— Cohlin. 


—Pitt Panther. 
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Religion of Today 

Sunday Scliool Superintendent: “I am happy 
to sec all these shining faces before me this 
morning.” 

(Sudden application of thirty-seven powder 
puffs.) 

—Sun Dodger. 


Handsome: I hear you and your girl had an 
awful fight. 

Harry: Yeh, she said I was all the world 
to her one night— 

Handsome: Yes, go on. 

Harry: And I asked her to get off the earth 
a minute while I rested my knee. 

— Cargoy^le. 


“Isn't that your roommate over there kid¬ 
ding that colored dame?” 

“Oh migosh. I just knew he’d make a fool 
outa himself if he ever went out alone. He’s 
color blind, ya know.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


Why stay you in this moonlight night?” 

He answered with some feeling, 
“There’s Scarlet Fever in the town. 

The village belles are peeling.” 

— Squib. 


“What’s the matter, old man?” 

“I’m half dead.” 

“Nonsense, you’ll live to be sixty.” 

“Yep, that’s what I bet the insurance com¬ 
pany, and I’m thirty r»ow, figure it out for 
yourself.” 

—Sun Dodger. 



Dearest: “You save me a lot of money, Harry. I 
never have to buy rouge now.” 

Harry: “Why, dearest, you always have a lovely 
color.” 

Dearest: “I know Harry. Your risque conversation 
keeps me in a permanent complexion.” 

— Frivol. 



1st Cullud Pusson: “An* did they evah play cahds 
in this ere stone age?” 

2nd Cullud Pusson: “Nuthin else but, niggah, an’ 
clubs wuz always trumps.” 

—Juggler. 


Sheriff, Do Your Duty 

“—I was seized with horror. The car was 
tearing down the street behind the unconscious 
lad. I called him Elsie— 

(Many questioning sounds and looks.) 

“1 called him Elsie be run over.” 

— Gargoyle. 


Nan (admiring beautiful sunset): “My! 
What a wonderful sun.” 

Henry (fervently): “Yes, and you’re quite 
a daughter yourself.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


“It’s raining cats and dogs outside.” 

“Yes, isn’t this beastly weather.” 

—Royal Gaboon. 


Soph: “Did you know that women teachers 
are becoming chorus girls now?” 

Junior: “How do you figure that out?” 

Soph: “Well, you see they received so little 
money for showing figures to small boys, that 
now they show figures to the big boys.” 

— Squib. 


The original woman had it on modern wives 
at that. She didn’t have to sit up night won¬ 
dering if Adam was out with some other 
woman. 

— Whirlwind. 


“Here’s a nice letter for a man to receive! 
The scoundrel who wrote it calls me a blither¬ 
ing idiot!” 

“What’s his name?” 

That’s what I’d like to find out. There’s no 
signature.” 

“Don you recognize the writing? It must 
be someone who knows you.” 

—Royal Gaboon. 
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Her: “Cancha name all the presidents?” 
He: “Not now, there’s too many of ’em.” 
Her: “But I could, when I was sixteen 
years old.” 

He: “Yes, but there were only about ten 
of them then.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


Tom: What makes you think she doesn’t 
like you? 

Vic: She told me she thought there was a 
fool in every family. 

Tom: Well, what of that? 

Vic: rd just gotten through a moment be¬ 
fore telling her that I was an only child. 

— CoTgoyle. 


“An eel,” says science, “will swim 3,000 miles 
to find himself a mate”— and then we suppose 
he’ll say that the lady eel “lured” him into 
matrimony. 

—Pin Panther. 


We asked our girl to go to church Sunday 
night, but her mother invited herself along— 
so we went to church! 

— Whirlrvind. 


I took my girl to the movies last night to 
see “The Woman Pays,” and she went up and 
bought two tickets.—Hot dog! 

—Roval Caboon. 


More’n Likely 

Pru: “Why is the sea never silent?” 

Lu: “ ’Spose it’s ’cause it’s full of mer¬ 
maids, instead of mere-men.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


Him—ril say I’m popular down at school. 
Why at the last three places I stayed the land¬ 
ladies wept when I left. 

Her—You’d think the landladies would be 
shrewder than that and would make the stu¬ 
dents pay their room rent in advance. 

—Gargoyle. 


Her eyes are deep, intangible. 

With mystery engrossed,— 

But she is not for me,—alas. 

Her lovely eyes are crossed. 

— Squib. 


Mae: Don’t you think by wearing these 
knickers we girls are showing our sensible¬ 
ness. 

Alice: Well, it all depends on the girl wear¬ 
ing them. 

— Gargoyle. 


Thin Girl: “Have you any hose that won’t 
bag at the knees?” 

Maizie (re-loading her gum): “Garden ac¬ 
cessories two aisles to the left.” 

• —Sun Dodger. 
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WHEN THE MOON SHINES ON THE 
MOONSHINE 

Time—Next October. 

Place—Here. 

Characters 

1. HICKS, A Farmer. 

2. KLIM, Another Farmer. 

3. SHIRTLESS HOMES, The Great De¬ 
fective. 

4. CRAIG KENNEDY, His Understudy. 

Hicks, a prosperous farmer, and getting more 

prosperous every day, is suspected of being en¬ 
gaged in the moon-shine manufacture. Klim is 
supposed to be his accomplice. Two detectives 
are put on their trail. 

The night was dark and stormy. 

The wind was howling wild. 

The sun was shining fiercely. 

The weather, it was mild. 

Scene 1. Farm of Hicks. Barn in right fore¬ 
ground. 

Hicks and Klim enter R. and enter barn. 
Hicks is singing that famous little ditty, ‘T 
ain’t got the Agricultural Blues.” Homes and 
Ken. appear L. from under grape arbor, and 
cautiously sneak up under window in left side 
of barn. 

Homes—"Gosh, those grapes were good. Td 
like to take some home and make some stuff 
with ’em. Did you hear what that feller was 
singing? T don’t care how many crops I lose’ 
and ‘Yer uncle Hicks know how to make the 
moon-shine still’? I think this is the room. 
Got a tank, ’n machinery, ’n everything. 
I.isten!” 

Hicks—"Fill ’er up, and we’ll put ’er 
through. ’Twan’t workin’ right the other day. 
I don’t know what the matter was.” 

Ken.—^"Doggone this curtain being down. 
Can’t see a thing. Where the deuce does this 


wind come from before it starts to blow? Hear 
that thing buzz. What is it?” 

Homes—"Oh, some new machine they’ve 
rigged up that takes the moon-shine taste out 
of it, I hear.” 

Hicks—"There, now we’ll test it, and see 
how it is. Here, don’t drink them skimmings; 
take some of the real stuff.” 

Homes—"Hot dog! Would that I were in 
there I” 

There is a whirr of machinery for several 
minutes. 

Hicks—"My customers like their’s about 
20%. They say it’s a little too heavy if it’s any 
more than that.” 


A certain young man told his girl one night 
that if she did not marry him he would get a 
rope and hang himself right in front of her 
home. 

"Oh please don’t do it, Harry, she said. "You 
know father doesn’t want you hanging around 
here.” 

— Squib. 


He Didn’t Know the Steps 

Young Oscar wandered to a dance. 

But didn’t qualify, ' 

For all the girlies showed contempt 
For him; and told him why, 

—He didn’t know the steps. 

He staggered home at two A. M. 

And tiptoed through the hall. 

And thought he wouldn’t raise his folks, * 
But didn’t pass at all. 

—He didn’t know the steps. 

—Sun Dodger. 


"Ring off,” 
nald’s fiancee. 


cried the hold-up man to Regi- 
— Squib. 
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Problem: Guess what popular foreign magazine has 
just arrived ? 

• — Widoro. 


But He Scored 

“The night that John and I became engaged 
he reminded me of a baseball player on a wet 
ficld/^ 

“How was that 

“He slipped on the diamond/' 

—Sun Dodger. 


“I’ll raise the ante," said Luther, as he 
boosted his mother’s sister onto the street car. 

— Cargo'^le. 


“Love me, love my dog," quoth the homely 
heiress. 

“After proposing to her making love to the 
dog will be easy," thought the suitor,—but he 
\lid not say it. 

— Squib. 


Mrs. O’Leary: “I was so sorry to hear that 
your boy Jack was taken to the reformatory, 
Mrs. O’Clancy.” 

Mrs. O’Clancy: “Yes, it is a shame, indeed. 
And he was such a good boy, too. He always 
brought everything home to his dear old 
mother.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


Soph (at Lab) : "Say, the gas is leaking from 
this tank." 

Busy Instructor: “And you come to me 
about it? Get some putty and plug it. ' Use 
your head, boy, use your head." 

— Cougar's Parv. 


“A rag, a bone, a hank of hair" 

Is woman, says the poet. 

Shorten “glad rags" and bob the hair 
That’s woman as we know it. 

—Pin Panther. 


Rewards of Achievement 

After years of elusive pursuit. Brown had 

finally overcome all obstacles. He had been 

smiled, yea, laughed, upon by Fortune. He 

was rich.!! 

No longer would he have to shine his own 
.siioes. No longer would he have to hoard and 
stint that his daughter might continue her edu¬ 
cation at college. No longer.but why go 

into further detail? 

Tears of joy welled up into his two eyes as 
lie rushed into his little home that evening. 
Seeking out his beautiful daughter, he excited¬ 
ly told of his wonderful fortune. 

“We will have an auto for every day in the 
week, daughter dear," he confided. “We will 
live in a monstrous house, with many servants. 
\\*e will come, go and do as we please!" 

Too overjoyed to speak, his daughter 

sluAvered Brown with kisses.urged him to 

go on.tell her more. 

He continued: “We will go to New York; 
sec the world; care not for cost. And finally, 
my dear, you will at last be able to have some 
decent clothes!" 

The look of joy left the girl’s face. Her at- 
titrde became distant, cold, insulted. 

“I’ll do nothing of the kind!" she retorted 
sharply. “I’m going to get the same kind that 
all the other girls are wearing!!" 

—Sun Dodger. 


Agreeable 

Park Policeman: “You’re pinched; can’t you 
read the sign?" 

Stroller: “Sure, it says, ‘Fine for walking on 
the grass’, and I agree." 

— Cougar's Paxv. 


What is the difference between: “I will hire 


a taxi and I have hired a taxi?" 

(Knowingly) About six dollars and a half. 



A Little Light on a Dark Subject 

—Lord Jeff, 
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Oooooohhh, Mellerdrammer! 

It was to be his last call. They stood out on 
the porch. 

“You are determined, Mary?” he asked 
finally. 

“Yes. George, we must never see each other 
again.” 

“Do you love some one else, Mary?” 

“Yes, George. I have promised to marry 
Harold Benson.” 

There was a short silence. George stepped 
back and drew a revolver from his pocket. It 
glistened in the moonlight. 

, “George, George,” she shrieked, grasping his 
hand. “What on earth are you going to do?” 

“Not an awful lot,” replied George, calmly. “I 
have been calling on you for the last three 
months, and I have killed about half the dogs 
in this neighborhood. I want you to take this 
gun and give it to Harold. He may have to 
kill the rest of them.” 

—Sun Dodger. 


He looked her in the face, nor was 
His simple purpose wrong; 

He looked her in the face because 
The skirt she wore was long. 

—Pitt Panther. 


A Fifty-Fifty Proposition 

I wanna go back to the circus 

*Cause the life’s got under my skin; 

I wanna go back ’cause it’s callin’— 

An’ houndin’ my soul like a sin. 

I wanna go back to the sawdust. 

An’ the smell o’ the bales o* hay; 

Paradin’ along in the momin*— 

An’ at night time stealin’ away. 

So I’m goin’ back to the circus 
To live like a prince or a sheik. 

For they say that my wife on the trapeze 
Is makin’ a hundred a week! 

—Sun Dodger. 


“Every man owes a duty to his country,” said the 
customs inspector as they went through the trunks. 

— Scalper. 


Babe Ruth and Coles Phillips both have an 
eye for curves. 

—Sun Dodger. 


Sweet Young Thing—“Oh, Jack, I’m awful¬ 
ly glad you proposed.” 

Hopeful Him—“Then you accept me?” 

S. Y. T.—“Well—no, but your proposal puts 
me even with Patsy Smith, who had the most 
of any girl in our set.” 

—Royal Gaboon. 
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